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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

KING LEAR. 



Adus Primus. Scana Prima. 




Enter Kent, Glouceiier, and Edmond, 

Kent, 
Thought the King had more affiled the Duke of 
Albany, then ComtvalL 

Glou, It did alwayes seeme so to us : But now in 
the division of the Kingdome, it appeares not which 
of the Dukes hee yalewes most, for qualities are so weighed* that 
curiosity in neither, can make choise of eithers moity. 
Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord? 
Glou, His breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I have so 
often blush'd to acknowledge him, that now I am braz'd too't. 
Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glou, Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; whereupon she 
grew round womb'd, and had indeede (Sir) a Sonne for her 
Cradle, ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you smell a 
feult? 

Kent, I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it, being so 
proper. 

Glou, But I have a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law, some yeere 
elder then this ; who, yet is no deerer in my account, though this 
Knave came somthing sawcily to the world before he was sent 
for : yet was his Mother fayre, there was good sport at his making, 

Vlll. A 
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ACT I. 



and the honon must be acknowledged. Doe you know this 
Noble Gentleman, EdmondP 

Edm, No, my Lord. 

Glou, My Lord of Kent : 
Remember him heereafter, as my Honourable Friend. 

Edm. My services to your Lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Edm, Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glou. He hath bin out nine yeares, and away he shall againe. 
The King is comming. 

Sennet. Enter King Lear^ Cornwall^ Albany^ Gonerill^ E-egan^ 

CordeGa^ and attendants. 

Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Gloster. 

Glou. I shall, my Lord. Exit. 

Lear. Meane time we shal expresse our darker purpose. 
Give me the Map there. Know, that we have divided 
In three our ELingdome : and 'tis our fast intent. 
To shake all Cares and Businesse from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger strengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawle toward death. Our son of Cornwall 
And you our no lesse loving Sonne of Albany y 
We have this houie a constant will to publish 
Our daughters severall Dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The Princes, France & Burgundy ^ 
Great Rivals in our yongest daughters love. 
Long in our Court, have made their amorous sojoume. 
And heere are to be answer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will divest us both of Rule, 
Interest of Territory, Cares of State) 
Which of you shall we say doth love us most, 
That we, our largest bountie may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Goneriff^ 
Our eldest borne, speake first. 

Gan. Sir, I love you more then word can weild the matter. 
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Deerer then eye-sight, space, and liberties 
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare. 
No lesse then life, with grace, health, beauty, honor : 
As much as Childe ere lov'd, or Father found. 
A love that makes breath poore, and speech unable, 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor, What shall Cordelia speake ? Love, and be olent. 

Lear. Of all these bounds even from this Line, to this, 
With shadowie Forrests, and with Champains rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and jf&anUs issues 
Be this perpetuall. What sajres our second Daughter ? 
Our deerest Regan j wife of Cornwall? 

Reg, I am made of that selfe-mettle as my Sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I finde she names my very deede of love : 
Onely she comes too short, that I professe 
My selfe an enemy to all other joyes. 
Which the most precious square of sense professes. 
And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your deere Highnesse love. 

Cor, Then poore Cordelia^ 

And yet not so, since I am sure my love's 
More ponderous then my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine hereditarie ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
No lesse in space, validide, and pleasure 
Then that conferred on GonerilL Now our Joy, 
Although our last and least : to whose yong love. 
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie, 
Strive to be interest. What can you say, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sisters ? speake. 

Cor, Nothing my Lord. 

Lear, Nothing? 

Cor, Nothing. 
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Lear. Nothiog will come of nodung, apeake ag^one. 

Ccr. Uohappie that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my month : I lore yoor Majeaty 
According to my bond, no more nor leaae. 

Liar. How, how CordtBa? Mend yoor ^wcdi a little, 
Leajt yon may mane your Fortunes. 

Cor. Good my Lord, 

You hare begot me, bred me, lor'd me. 
I retume those duties backe as are right fit. 
Obey you. Lore you, and most Honour you. 
Why hare my Sisters Husbands, if they say 
They lore you all ? Happily when I shall wed. 
That Lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 
Halfe my lore with him, halfe my Care, and Dutie^ 
Sure I shall neycr marry like my Sisters. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. I my good Lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, thy truth then be thy dowre : 
For by the sacred radience of the Sunne, 
The miseries of Heccat and the night : 
By all the operation of the Orbes, 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be, 
Heere I disclaime all my Patemall care. 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me. 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian^ 
Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosome 
Be as well neighboured, pittied, and releev'd. 
As thou my sometime Daughter. 

Kent, Good my Liege. 

Lear. FesLce Kent^ 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
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I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 

On her kind nursery. Hence and avoid my sight : 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her Fathers heart from her ; call France^ who stirres ? 

Call Burgundy^ Cortnval!^ and Albame^ 

With my two Daughters Dowres, digest the third. 

Let pride which she cals plainnesse, marry her : 

I doe invest you joyntly with my power, 

Preheminence, and all the large efieds 

That troope with Majesty. Our selfe by Monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 

Make with you by due tume, onely we shall retaine 

The name, and all th'addition to a Eling : the Sway, 

Revennew, Execution of the rest. 

Beloved Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, 

This Coronet part betweene you. 

Kent. Royall Lear^ 

Whom I have ever honored as my King, 
Lov'd as my Father, as my Master followed. 
As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. 

Le. The bow is bent & drawne, make from the shaft, 

Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fbrke invade 
The region of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldest thou do old man ? 
Think'st thou that dutie shall have dread to speake. 
When power to flattery bowes ? 
To plainnesse honour's bound, 
When Majesty falls to folly, reserve thy state, 
And in thy best consideration checke 
This hideous rashnesse, answere my life, my judgement: 
Thy yongest Daughter do's not love thee least. 
Nor are those empty hearted, whose low sounds 
Reveibe no hoUownesse. 

Lear. Keni^ on thy life no more. 
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Kent. My life I never held but as pawne 
To wage against thine enemies, nere feare to loose it. 
Thy safety bemg motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight. 

Kent. See better Lear^ and let me still remaine 
The true blanke of thine eie. 

Lear. Now by ApoQo^ 

Lent. Now by ApdUo^ King 
Thou swear'st thy Gods in vaine. 

Lear. O Vassal) ! Miscreant. 

AUf. Cor. Dearc Sir forbeare. 

Kent. Kill thy Physition, and thy fee bestow 
Upon the foule disease, revoke thy guift. 
Or whil'st I can vent clamour from my throate. 
He tell thee thou dost evill. 

Lea. Heare me recreant, on thine allegeance heare me ; 
That thou hast sought to make us breake our vowes. 
Which we durst never yet ; and with strain'd pride. 
To come betwixt our sentences, and our power. 
Which, not our nature, nor our place can beare ; 
Our potencie made good, take thy reward. 
Five dayes we do allot thee for provision. 
To shield thee from disasters of the worid, 
And on the sixt to tume thy hated backe 
Upon our kingdome ; if on the tenth day following, 
Thy banisht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment is thy death, away. By Jufiter^ 
This shall not be revok'd. 

Kent. Fare thee well King, sith thus thou wilt appeare, 
Freedome lives hence, and banishment is here ; 
The Gods to their deere shelter take thee Maid, 
That jusdy think'st, and hast most righdy said : 
And your lai^e speeches, may your deeds approve. 
That good efiedts may spring from words of love : 
Thus Kent^ O Princes, bids you all adew, 
Hce'l shape his old course, in a Country new. E*U. 
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Flourish, Enter Gloiter with France^ and Burgmufy, AtUndaatu 

Cor. Heere's France and Burgundy ^ my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of BurgutuSe^ 
We first addresse toward you, who with this King 
Hath rivald for our Daughter ; what m the least 
Will you require in present Dower with her. 
Or cease .your quest of Love ? 

Bur. Most Royall Majesty, 

I craye no more then hath your Highnesse ofler'd. 
Nor will you tender lesse ? 

Lear, Right Noble Burgundy^ 

When she was deare to us, we did hold her so. 
But now her price is fallen : Sir, there she stands. 
If ought within that litde seeming substance. 
Or all of it with our displeasure piec'd. 
And nothing more may fidy like your Grace, 
Sheets there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear, Will you with those infirmities she owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 
DoVrd with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath, 
Take her or leave her. 

Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 

Eledtion makes not up in such conditions. 

Le, Then leave her sir, for by the powre that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, 
I would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where I hate, therefore beseech you 
T'avert your liking a more worthier way. 
Then on a wretch whom Nature is asham'd 
Almost t'acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is most strange. 
That she whom even but now, was your objedt. 
The argument of your praise, balme of your age. 
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The best, the deerest, should in this trice of time 

Commit a thing so monstrooSy to dismantle 

So many folds of fevour : sure her ofience 

Must be of such unnaturall degree. 

That monsters it : Or your fore-voucht aflfedion , 

Fall into taint, which to beleeve of her 

Must be a faith that reason without miracle 

Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your Majesty. 

If for I want that glib and oylie Art, 
To speake and purpose not, since what I will intend, 
lie do't before I speake, that you make knowne 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulenesse. 
No unchaste action or dishonoured step 
That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and favour. 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer, 
A still soliciting eye, and such a tongue, 
That I am glad I have not, though not to have it. 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou had'st 

Not beene borne, then not to have pJeas'd roe better. 

Fro* Is it but this ? A tardinesse in nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke 
That it intends to do : my Lord of Burgundy^ 
What say you to the Lady ? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that stands 
Aloofe firom th'intire point, will you have her ? 
&e is herselfe a Dowrie. 

Bur, Royall King, 

Give but that portion which your selfe pn^)os'd. 
And here I take CordeRa by the hand, 
Dutchesse of BurgwuRe, 

Lear* Nothing, I have swome, I am firme. 

Bur. I am sorry then you have so lost a Father, 
That you must loose a husband. 
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Cor. Peace be with BurgundU^ 

Since that re^dt and Fortunes are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

Fra, Fairest CordeBoy that art most rich bemg poore. 
Most choise forsaken, and most lov'd despis'd. 
Thee and thy vertues here I seize upon. 
Be it lawfiill I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, Gods ! 'Tis strange, that from their cold'st negledt 
My Love should kindle to enflam'd resped^. 
Thy dowrelesse Daughter King, throwne to my chance. 
Is Queene of us, of ours, aod our faire France : 
Not all the Dukes of watrish Burgundy^ 
Can buy this unpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid them farewell CordeRa^ though unkinde. 
Thou loosest here a better where to finde. 

Lear, Thou hast her France^ let her be thine, for we 
Have no such Daughter, nor shall ever see 
That &ce of hers againe, therefore be gone. 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 
Come noble Burgundie, Flourish. Exeunt. 

Fro, Bid farwell to your Sisters. 

Cor. The Jewels of our Father, with wash'd eie's 
CordeSa leaves you, I know you what you are. 
And like a Sister am most loth to call 
Your ^ults as they are named. Love well our Father : 
To your professed bosomes I commit him, 
But yet alas, stood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place, 
So farewell to you both. 

Regn. Prescribe not us our dutie. 

Gon. Let your study 

Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At Fortunes almes, you have obedience scanted. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
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Who covers &ult8y at last with shame derides : 
Well may you prosper. 

Fro. Come my faire CordeUa, Exit France and Cor. 

Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say, 
Of what most neerely appertaines to us both, 
I thinke our Father will hence to night 

Reg, That's most certaine, and with you : next moneth with us. 

Gim. You see how full of changes his age is, the observation 
we have made of it hath beene little $ he alwaies lov'd oiu: Sister 
most, and with what poore judgement he hath now cast her oflT, 
appeares too grossely. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but slen- 
derly knowne himselfe. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath bin but rash, 
then must we looke from his age, to receive not alone the imper- 
fedions of long mgraffed condition, but therewithall the unruly 
way-wardnesse, that infirme and cholericke yeares bring with 
them. 

Reg, Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him, as 
this of Kenti banishment. 

Gon, There is further complement of leave-taking betweene 
France and him, pray joxi let us sit together, if our Father carry 
authority with such disposition as he beares, this last surrender of 
his will but offend us. 

Reg. We shall further thinke of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i'th'heate. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter Bastard. 

Bast, Thou Nature art my Goddesse, to thy law 
My services are bound, wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custome, and permit 
The curiosity of Nations, to deprive me ? 
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For that I am some twelve, or fourteeDe Moonshines 

Lag of a Brother ? Why Bastard ? Wherefore base ? 

When my Dimensions are as weU compad, 

My minde as generons, and my shape as true 

As honest Madams issue ? Why brand they us 

With Base ? With basenes Bastardie ? Base, Base ? 

Who in the lusde stealth of Nature, take 

More composition, and fierce qualitie, 

Then doth within a dull stale tyred bed 

Goe to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops 

Got'tweene a sleepe, and wake ? Well then, 

Legitimate Edgar^ I must have your land. 

Our Fathers love, is to the Bastard Edmonds 

As to th'legitimate : fine word : Legitimate. 

Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmond the base 

Shall to'th'Legidmate : I grow, I prosper : 

Now Gods, stand up for Bastards. 

Enter Gloucester. 

Gla. Kent banish'd thus ? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prescribed his powre, 
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this done 
Upon the gad ? Edmond^ how now ? What newes ? 

Bast. So please your Lordship, none. 

GIou, Why so earnestly seeke you to put up that Letter ? 

Bast. I know no newes, my Lord. 

Glou. What Paper were you reading ? 

Bast. Nothing my Lord. 

GIou, No ? what needed then that terrible dispatch of it into 
your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not such neede to 
hide it selfe. Let's see : come, if it bee nothing, I shall not neede 
Spedacles. 

Bast. I beseech you Sir, pardon mee ; it is a Letter from my 
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Brother, that I have not all ore-read ; and for so much as I have 
perus'dy I finde it not fit for your ore-looking. 

G/oii. Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Bast I shall offend, either to detaine, or give it : 
The Contents, as in part I understand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glou, Let's see, let's see. 

Bast, I hope for my Brother's justification, hee wrote this but 
as an essay, or taste of my Vertue. 

Glou, reads. This poTtcie^ and reverence ofAge^ makes the world 
Utter to the best of our times : keepes our Fortunes from uSf till our 
Mnesse cannot relUsh thenu 1 begin to Jmde an idle and fond hon' 
dagCf in the expression of aged tyranny^ who swayes not as it hath 
power ^ hut as it is suffered Come to me^ that of this I may speake 
more. If our Father would sleepe till I wak^d him^ you should 
enjoy halfe bis Revennew for ever^ and live the beloved of your 
Brother. Edgar. 

Hum ? Conspiracy ? Sleepe till I wake him, you should enjoy 
halfi^ his Revennew : my Sonne Edgar^ had hee a hand to write 
this ? A heart and braine to breede it in ? When came you to 
this ? Who brought it ? 

Bast. It was not brought mee, my Lord ; there's the cunning 
of it. I found it throwne in at the Casement of my Closset. 

Glou* You know the charafter to be your Brothers ? 

Bcut. If the matter were good my Lord, I durst swear it were 
his : but in resped of that, I would faine thinke it were not. 

Ghm, It is his. 

Bast. It is his hand, my Lord : but I hope his heart is not in 
the Contents. 

Glou, Has he never before sounded you in this busmes ? 

Bast. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft maintaine 
it to be fit, that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers declined, the 
Father should bee as Ward to the Son, and the Sonne manage 
his Revennew. 

Glou. O Villain, villain : his very opinion in the Letter. Ab- 
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horred ViUabe, unDaturall, detested, brutish Villaine ; worse then 
brutish : Go sirrah, seeke him : lie apprehend him. Abhominable 
Vilhdne, where is he ? 

Bast. I do not well know my Lord If it shall please you to 
suspend your indignation against my Brother, til you can derive from 
him better testimony of his intent, you shold run a certaine course : 
where, if you violendy proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, 
it would make a great gap in your owne Honor, and shake in 
peeces, the heart of his obedience. I dare pawne downe my life 
for him, that he hath writ this to feele my affedtion to your Honor, 
& to no other pretence of danger. 

Ghm. Thinke you so ? 

Biuu If your Honor judge it meete, I will place you where 
you shall heere us conferre of this, and by an Auricular assurance 
have your satisfaction, and that without any further delay, then 
this very Evening. 

Glou, He cannot bee such a Monster. Edmond seeke him 
out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Businesse after 
your owne wisedome. I would unstate my selfe, to be in a due 
resolution. 

Bast, I will seeke him Sir, presendy : convey the businesse as 
I shall find meanes, and acquaint you withall. 

Clou, These late Eclipses in the Sun and Moone portend no 
good to us : though the wisedome of Nature can reason it thus, 
and thus, yet Nature 6nds it selfe scourg'd by the sequent effedts. 
Love cooles, friendship falls oflT. Brothers divide. In Cities, 
mutinies ; in Countries, discords ; in Pallaces, Treason ; and the 
Bond cracked, 'twixt Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine 
comes under the prediction ; there's Son against Father, the Eling 
fals from byas of Nature, there's Father against Childe. We 
have seene the best of our time. Machinations, hollownesse, 
treacherie, and all ruinous disorders follow us disquiedy to our 
Graves. Find out this Villain, Edmond^ it shall lose thee nothing, 
do it carefully : and the Noble & true-harted Kent banish'd ; his 
offence, honesty. 'Tis strange, Extt. 
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Bast. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that when we 
are sicke in fortune, often the surfets of our own behaviour, we 
make guilty of our disasters, the Sun, the Moone, and Starres, as 
if we were villaines on necessitie, Fooles by heavenly compulsion. 
Knaves, Theeves, and Treachers by Sphericall predominance. 
Drunkards, Lyars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of 
Planatary influence ; and all that we are eviU in, by a divine 
thrusting on. An admirable evasion of Whore-master-man, to 
lay his Goatish disposition on the charge of a Starre. My father 
compounded with my mother under the Dragons taile, and my 
Nativity was under Ursa Major ^ so that it folio wes, I am rough 
and Leacherous.^ I should have bin that I am, had the maiden- 
lest Starre in the Firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. 

Enter Edgar. 
Pat : he comes like the Catastrophe of the old Comedie : my Cue 

is villanous MelanchoUy, with a sighe like Tom o'Bedlam. O 

these Eclipses do portend these divisions. Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Edg, How now Brother Edmond, what serious contemplation 
are you in ? 

Bast. I am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this other 
day, what should follow these Eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busie your selfe with that ? 

Bast, I promise you, the efleds he writes of, succeede un- 
happily. 
When saw you my Father last ? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Bast. Spake you with him ? 

Edg, I, two houres together. 

Bast. Parted you in good termes ? Found you no displeasure 
in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Edg, None at alL 

Bast. Bethink your selfe wherein you may have offended 
him : and at my entreaty forbeare his presence, untill some little 
time hath qualified the heat of his displeasure, which at this in- 
stant so rageth in him, that with the mischiefe of your person, it 
would scarsely alay. 
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Edg, Some Villaine hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That*8 my feare. I pray you have a continent forbear- 
ance dir the speed of his rage goes slower : and as I say, retire 
with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to 
heare my Lord speake : pray ye goe, there's my key : if you do 
stirre abroad, goe arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, Brother ? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best, I am no honest man, 
if ther be any good meaning toward you : I have told you what 
I have seen, and heard : But faintly. Nothing like the image, 
and horror pf it, pray you away. 

Edg, Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. 

Edm. I do serve you in this businesse : 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whose nature is so farre fh)m doing harmes, 
That he suspeds none : on whose foolish honestie 
My practises ride easie : I see the businesse. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 
All with me's meete, that I can fashion fit. Exit. 

 I I  

Scena Teriia. 

Enter Gorurill and Steward. 

Gon. Did my Father strike my Gentleman for chiding of his 
Foole ? 

Ste. I Madam. 

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
He flashes into one grosse crime, or other. 
That sets us all at ods : He not endure it $ 
His Knights grow riotous, and himselfe upbraides us 
On every trifle. When he retumes from hunting, 
I will not speake with him, say I am sicke. 
If you come slacke of former services. 
You shall do well, the &ult of it He answer. 
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Sie, He's comming Madam, I heare him. 

Gon. Put OD what weary negligence you please. 
You and your Fellowes : Pde have it come to question ; 
If he distaste it, let him to my Sister, 
Whose mind and mine I know in that are one. 
Remember what I have said. 

Sie. Well Madam. 

Gon, And let his Knights have colder lookes among you: 
what growes of it no matter, advise your fellowes so, He write 
straight to my Sister to hold my course ; prq)are for dinner. 

Exeunt. 

Scena Quarta. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent. If but as will I other accents borrow. 
That can my speech defuse, my good intent 
May carry through it selfe to that full issue 
For which I raiz'd my likenesse. Now banisht Kentf 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy Master whom thou lov'st. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Homes within. Enter Lear and Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner, go get it ready : how 
now, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What dost thou professe? What would'st thou 
with us ? 

Kent. I do professe to be no lesse then I seeme ; to serve him 
truely that will put me in trust, to love him that is honest, to 
converse with him that is wise and saies little, to feare judgement, 
to fight when I cannot choose, and to eate no fish. 

Lear. What art thou ? 
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Kent. A very honest hearted Fellow, and as poore as the King. 

Lear, If thou be'st as poore for a subject, as hee's for a King, 
thou art poore enough. What wouldst thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve ? 

Kent, You. 

Lear, Do'st thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir, but you have that m your countenance, which 
I would faine call Master. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent. I can keepe honest counsaile, ride, run, marre a curious 
tale in telling it, and deliver a plaine message bluntly : that which 
ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in, and the best of me, is 
Dilligence. 

Lear, How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not so young Sir to love a woman for singing, nor so 
old to dote on her for any thing. I have yeares on my backe 
forty eight. 

Lear, Follow me, thou shalt serve me, if I like thee no worse 
after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner ho, dinner, 
Where's my knave ? my Foole ? Go you and call my Foole 
hither. You you Sirrah, where's my Daughter ? 

Enter Steward, 

Ste. So please you Exit. 

Lear. What saies the Fellow there ? Call the Clotpole 
backe : whePs my Foole ? Ho, I thinke the world's asleepe, 
how now ? Where's that Mungrell ? 

Knigb, He saies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear, Why came not the slave backe to me when I call'd 
him? 

Kmgb. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, he would 
not 

VIIL B 
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L0ear. He woald not ? 

KMgbt. My Lord, I know not what the matter ii^ but to my 
judgement your Highnetse u not eotertain'd with that Ceremonious 
afledioo as yoa were wont, theres a great abatement of Idndnesse 
qypeares as well in the generall dependants, as in the Doke him- 
selfe also, and your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha ? Saist thou so ? 

Kmgb. I beseech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee mistaken, 
for my duty cannot be silent, when I thinke your Kghnesse 
wrong*d 

Lear, Thou but remembrest roe of mine owoe Concepdoo, I 
hare perceived a most faint negled of late, which I hare rather 
blamed as mine owne jealous curiositie, then as a very pretence 
and purpose of unkindnesse : I will looke further intoo't : but 
Where's my Foole ? I have not scene him this two daies. 

Knight, Since my young Ladies going into France Sir, the 
Foole hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that, I have noted it weU, goe you and tell 
my Daughter, I would speake with her. Goe you call hither 
my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither Sir, who am I 
Sir? 

Enter Stewards 

Ste, My La(ties Father. 

Lear. My Ladies Father? my Lords knave, you whorsoD 
<log, you slave, you curre. 

Ste, I am none of these my Lord, 
I beseech your pardon. 

Lear, Do you bandy lookes with me, you Rascall ? 

Ste, He not be strucken my Lord. 

Kent, Nor tript neither, you base Foot-ball plaier. 

Lear. I thanke thee fellow. 
Thou serv'st me, and He love thee. 

Kent. Come sir, arise, away, He teach you differences : away, 
away, if you will measure your lubbers length againe, tarry, but 
away, goe too, have you wisedome, so. 
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Lear, Now my friendly knave I thanke thee, there's earnest 
of thy service. 

Enter Foole, 

Foole, Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcombe. 

Lear, How now my pretty knave, how dost thou ? 

Foole. Sirrah, you were best take my Coxcombe. 

Lear, Why my Boy ? 

FtnJe. Why ? for taking ones part that's out of favour, nay, & 
thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thoult catch colde shortly, 
there take my Coxcombe ; why this fellow ha's banish'd two 
en's Daughters, and did the third a blessing against his will, if 
thou follow him, thou must needs weare my Coxcombe. How 
now Nunckle ? would I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear, Why my Boy ? 

Fo(Je, If I gave them all my living, I'ld keepe my Coxcombes 
my selfe, there's mine, beg another of thy Daughters. 

Lear, Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Foole, Truth's a dog must to kennell, hee must bee whipt out, 
when the Lady Brach may stand by'th'fire and stinke. 

Lear, A pestilent gall to me. 

FooU, Sirha, He teach thee a speech. 

Lear, Do. 

Foole, Marke it Nuncle : 
Have more then thou showest, 
Speake lesse then thou knowest, 
Lend lesse then thou owest. 
Ride more then thou goest, 
Leame more then thou trowest, 
Set lesse then thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drinke and thy whore, 
And keepe in a dore. 
And thou shalt have more, 
Then two tens to a score. 

Keni, This is nothing Foole. 
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Foole, Then 'tis like the breath of an unfeed Lawyer, you 
gave me nothing for't, can you make no use of nothing Nuncle I 

Lear. Why no Boy, 
Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Faole, Prythee tell him, so much the rent of his land comes 
tOy he will not beleere a Foole. 

Lear, A bitter Foole. 

Foole, Do'st thou know the difference my Boy, betweene a 
bitter Foole, and a sweet one. 

Lear, No Lad, teach me. 

Fook. Nunckle, give me an egge, and He give thee two Crownes^ 

Lear. What two Crownes shall they be ? 

Fook, Why after I have cut the egge i'th'middle and eate up 
the meate, the two Crownes of the egge : when thou clovest thy 
Crownes i'th'middle, and gav'st away both parts, thou boar'st 
thine Asse on thy backe o're the durt, thou had'st little wit in 
thy bald crowne, when thou gav'st thy golden one away ; if I 
speake like my selfe in this, let him be whipt that first findes 
it so. 

Fooles had nere lesse grace in a yeere, 
For wisemen are growne foppish, 
And know not how their wits to weare, 
Their manners are so apish. 

Le, When were you wont to be so full of Songs nrrah ? 

Foole, I have used it Nunckle, ere since thou mad'st thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'st them the rod, and 
put'st downe thine owne breeches, then they 
For sodaine joy did weepe. 
And I for sorrow suDg, 
That such a King should play bo-beepe, 
And goe the Foole among. 

Pr/thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaster that can teach thy Foole 
to lie, I would faine leame to lie. 

Lear, And you lie sirrah, wee*l have you whipt. 

Foole. I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are, they'l 



sc. IV. The Tragedie of King Lear. 2 1 

have me whipt for speaking true: thou'h have me whipt for 
lying, and sometimes I am whipt for holding my peace. I had 
rather be any kind o'thing then a foole, and yet I would not be 
thee Nunckle, thou hast pared thy wit o'both sides, and left 
nothing i'th' middle ; heere comes one o'the parings. 

EnifT GonerilL 

Lear, How now Daughter? what makes that Frontlet on? 
You are too much of late i'th'frowne. 

FooU, Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no need 
to care for her frowning, now thou art an O without a figure, I 
am better then thou art now, I am a Foole, thou art nothing. 
Yes forsooth I will hold my tongue, so your face bids me, though 
you say nothing. 

Mum, mum, he that keepes nor crust, nor crum. 
Weary of all, shall want some. That's a sheal'd Pescod. 

Goru Not only Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Foole, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth 
In ranke, and (not to be endur'd) riots Sir. 
I had thought by making this well knowne unto you. 
To have found a safe redresse, but now grow fearefuU 
By what your selfe too late have spoke and done, 
That you protedl this course, and put it on 
By your allowance, which if you should, the fault 
Would not scape censure nor the redresses sleepe. 
Which in the tender of a wholesome weale. 
Might in their working do you that oflence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessitie 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

FwJe. For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow fed the 
Cuckoo so long, that it's had it head bit off by it young, so out 
vent the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter ? 

Gon. I would you would make use of jrour good wisedome 
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(Whereof I know you are fraught), and put away 
These dispositions^ which of late transport jfou 
From what you rightly are. 

FooU. May not an Asae know, when the Cart drawes the 
Horse ? 
Whoop Jugge I love thee. 

Lear, Do's any heere know me ? 
This is not Lear: 

Do's Lear walke thus ? Speake thus ? Where are his eies ? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Discemings 
Are Lethargied. Ha ! Waking ? 'Tis not so ? 
Who is it that can tell roe who I am ? 

Foole. Leart shadow. 

Lear, Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gom, This admiration Sir, is much o'th'sajour 
Of other your new prankes. I do beseech you 
To understand my puq)08es aright : 
As you are Old, and Reverend, should be Wise. 
Heere do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men so disordered, so debosh'd, and bold. 
That this our Court mfedted with their manners^ 
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicurisme and Lust 
Makes it more like a Taveme, or a BrotheU, 
Then a grac'd Pallace. The shame it aelfe doth qwake 
For instant remedy. Be then desired 
By her, that else will take the thing she begges, 
A litde to disquantity your Traine, 
And the remainders that shall still depend. 
To be such men as may besort your Age, 
Which know themselves, and you. 

Lear. Daricnesse, and Divds. 

Saddle my horses: call my Traine together. 
Degenerate Bastard, He not trouble thee; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gofi. You strike my peojJe, and your disordered raUe, 
Make Servants of their Betters. 
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Enter Albany. 

Lear, Woe, that too late repents : 
Is it your vrilly speake Sir ? Prepare my Horses. 
iDgratitttde ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou shew'st thee m a Child, 
Then the Sea-monster. 

jilb. Fny Sir be patient. 

Lear, Detested Elite, thou lyest. 
My Traine are men of choice, and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of dude know, 
And in the most exadt. regard, support 
The worships of their name. O most small &ult. 
How ugly did'st thou in Cordelia shew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear^ Lear ! 
Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Judgement out. Gro, go, my people. 

Atb. My Lord, I am guiltlesse, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It may be so^ my Lord. 

Heare Nature, heare deere Goddesse, heare: 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou did'st intend 
To make this Creature fruitfull : 
Into her Wombe convey stirrility, 
Drie up in her the Organs of increase. 
And from her derogate body, never spring 
A Babe to honor her. If she must teeme. 
Create her childe of Spleene, that it may live 
And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her. 
Let it stampe wrinkles in her brow of youth. 
With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, 
Tume all her Mothers paines, and benefits 
To laughter, and contempt : That she may feele. 
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How sharper then a Serpents tooth it is. 

To have a thanklesse Childe. Away, away. £xit, 

jllb. Now Gods that we adore, 
Whereof comes this ? 

Gon. Never afflidt your selfe to know more of it : 
But let hb disposition have that scope 
As dotage gives it. 

Enter Lear, 

Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap I 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, Sir? 

Lear. lie tell thee : 
Life and death, I am asham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus. 
That these hot teares, which breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worth them. 
Blastes and Fogges upon thee : 
Th'untented woundings of a Fathers curse 
Pierce everie sense about thee. Old fond eyes, 
Beweepe this cause againe, He plucke ye out. 
And cast you with the waters that you loose 
To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be so. 
I have another daughter, 
Who I am sure is kinde and comfortable: 
When she shall heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shee'l flea thy Wolvish visage. Thou shalt finde. 
That He resume the shape which thou dost thinke 
I have cast off for ever. Exit. 

Gon. Do you marke that ? 

Alb, I cannot be so partiall GoneriH^ 
To the great love I beare you. 

Gon. Pray you content. What Oswald^ hoa ? 
You Sir, more knave then Foole, after your Master. 

FooU. Nunkle Lear^ Nunkle Lear^ 
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Tarry, take the Foole with thee : 

A F0X9 when one has caught her. 

And such a Daughter, 

Should sure to the Slaughter, 

If my Cap would buy a Halter, 

So the Foole foUowes after. Exit. 

Gon, This man hath had good Counsel!, 
A hundred Elnights? 
'Tis politike, and safe to let him keepe 
At point a hundred Knights : yes, that on everie dreame. 
Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres. 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald^ I say. 

jiOf, Well, you may feare too farre. 

Gon, Safer then trust too farre 

Let me still take away the harmes I feare. 
Not feare still to be taken. I know his heart. 
What he hath utter'd I have writ my Sister : 
If she sustaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have shew'd th'unfitnesse. 

Enter Steward. 

How now Ortvald? 
What have you writ that Letter to my Sister ! 

Stew. I Madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse, 
Informe her full of my particular feare. 
And thereto adde such reasons of your owne. 
As may compa^ it more. Get you gone. 
And hasten your retume ; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentlenesse, and course of yours 
Though I condemne not, yet under pardon 
You are much more at task for want of wisedome. 
Then prais'd for harmefull mildnesse. 

AOf. How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tell ; 
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Striving to better, oft we marre what's well. 

Gon, Nay then 

jilb. Well, well, theVent Exeunt. 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Lear^ Kent^ Gentleman^ and Fock, 

Lear, Go you before to Glosier with these Letters ; acquaint 
my Daughter no ftirther with any thing you know, then comes 
from her demand out of the Letter, if your Dilligence be not 
speedy, I shall be there afore you. 

Kent. I will not sleepe my Lord, till I have delivered your 
Letter. Exit. 

Foole. If a mans braines were in's heeles, wert not in danger of 
kybes? 

Lear. I Boy. 

Foole. Then I prythee be merry, thy wit shall not go slip-shod. 

Lear, Ha, ha, ha. 

FooL Shalt see thy other Daughter will use thee kindly, for 
though she's as like this, as a Crabbe's like an Apple, yet I can 
tell what I can teU. 

Lear. What can'st tell Boy ? 

FotJe. She will taste as like as this as, a Crabbe do's to a 
Crab : thou canst tell why ones nose stands i'th'middle on's 
face? 

Lear. No. 

FoiJe. Why to keepe ones eyes of «ther side's nose, that what 
a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong. 

Foole. Can'st tell how an Oyster makes his shell ? 

Lear. No. 

Foole, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's a house. 

Lear. Why? 
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Foole. Why to put's head in, not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his homes without a case. 

Lear, I will forget my Nature, so kind a Father? Be my 
Horsses ready ? 

Foole, Thy Asses are gone about 'em; the reason why the 
seven Starres are no mo then seven, is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight 

Foole, Yes indeed, thou would'st make a good Foole. 

Lear, To tak't againe perforce ; Monster Ingratitude ! 

Fo(^, If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, U'd have thee beaten 
for being old before thy time. 

Lear, How's that ? 

Foole, Thou shouldst not have bin old, till thou hadst bin 
wise. 

Lear, O let me not be mad, not mad sweet Heaven : keepe 
me in temper, I would not be mad. How now are the Horses 
ready? 

Gent, Ready my Lord. 

Lear. Come Boy. 

Fool. She that's a Maid now, & laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlesse things be cut shorter. 

ExeuHt. 



Adus Secundus. Scena Prima, 



Enter Bastardy and Curan^ teverally. 

Bast, Save thee Curan. 

Cur. And you Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Duke of Cornwall^ and Regan his Duchesse 
Will be here with him this night. 

Bast. How comes that ? 

Cur, Nay I know not, you have heard of the newes abroad, I 
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meane the whisper'd ones, for they are yet but ear-kissing argu- 
ments. 

Bait, Not I : pray you what are they ? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely Warres toward, 
'Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall^ and Albany ? 

Bast, Not a word. 

Cnr. You may do then in time. 
Fare you well Sir. Exit. 

Bait, The Duke be here to night ? The better best, 
This weaves it selfe perforce into my businesse, 
My Father hath set guard to take my Brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazie question 
Which I must adt, Briefenesse, and Fortune worke. 

Enter Edgar. 
Brother, a word, discend ; Brother 1 say, 
My Father watches : O Sir, fly this place. 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not spoken 'gainst the Duke of ComewallP 
Hee's comming hither, now i'th'night, i'th'haste. 
And Regan with him, have you nothing said 
Upon his partie 'gainst the Duke of Albany ? 
Advise your selfe. 

Edg, I am sure on't, not a word. 

Bait. I heare my Father comming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I must draw my Sword upon you : 
Draw, seeme to defend your selfe, 
Now quit you well. 

Yeeld, come before my Father, light hoa, here. 
Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, so farewell. Exit Edgar, 

Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have seene drunkards 
Do more then this in sport ; Father, Father, 
Stop, stop, no helpe ? 
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£ttter GioiteTf and Servants wUh Torches. 

Gio. Now Edmund, where's the villaine ? 

Bast, Here stood he in the dark, his sharpe Sword out, 
Mambling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 
To stand auspicious Mistria. 

Gio. But where is he ? 

Bast. Looke Sir, I bleed. 

Gh. Where is the villaine, Edmund ? 

Bast. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could. 

Gio. Pursue him, ho : go after. By no meanes, what ? 

Bast, Perswade me to the murther of your Lordship. 
But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
'Gainst Paricides did all the thunder bend. 
Spoke with how manifold, and strong a Bond 
The Child was bound to'th' Father ; Sir in fine. 
Seeing how lothly opposite I stood 
To his unnaturall purpose, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch*d mine arme ; 
And when he saw my best alarum'd spirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gasted by the noyse I made, 
Full sodainely he fled. 

Glost. Let him fly farre : 

Not in this land shall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; dispatch, the Noble Duke my Master, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authoritie I will proclaime it. 
That he which finds him shall deserve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the stake : 
He that conceales him death. 

Bast, When I disswaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to doe it^ with curst speech 
1 threatened to discover him ; he replied. 
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Thou unpossessing Bastard, dost thou thinke, 

If 1 would stand against thee, would the reposall 

Of any trust, vertue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith'd ? No, what should I denie, 

(As this I would, though thou didst produce 

My very Charadler) I'ld tume it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practise : 

And thou must make a dullard of the world. 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potentiall spirits 

To make thee seeke it. Tucket wUbln, 

Gio. O strange and fastned Villaine, 

Would he deny his Letter, said he ? 
Harke, the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes ; 
All Ports He barre, the villaine shall not scape. 
The Duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send farre and neere, that all the kingdome 
May have due note of him, and of my land, 
(Loyall and naturall Boy) He work the meanes 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Ccmwall^ R^gon^ aud Attendants 

Com. How now my Noble friend, since I came hither 
(Which I call but now,) I have heard strangenesse. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue th'offender ; how dost my Lord ? 

Gh. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crackM. 

Reg. What, did my Fathers Godsonne seeke your life ? 
He whom my Father nam'd, your Edgar P 

Glo. O Lady, Lady, shame would have it hid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my Father ? 

Glo. I know not Madam, 'tis too bad, too bad. 

Bast. Yes Madam, he was of that consort 

Reg. No roarvaile then, though he were ill affected. 



mm 
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'Tis tfaey haye put him on the old mans death. 

To have th'expence and wast of his Revenues : 

I have this present evening from my Sister 

Beene well inform'd of them, and with such cautions. 

That if they come to sojourne at my house, 

He not be there. 

Cor» Nor I, assure thee Rtgan ; 

Edmund^ I heare that you have shewne your Father 
A Child-like Office. 

Biuh It was my duty Sir. 

Glo, He did bewray his practise, and received 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Cor. Is he pursued ? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harme, make your owne purpose, 
How in my strength you please : for you Edmund^ 
Whose vertue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend it selfe, you shall be ours, 
Nature's of such deepe trust, we shall much need : 
You we first seize on. 

Bait. I shall serve you Sir truely, how ever else. 

Glo. For him I thanke your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to visit you ? 

Reg, This out of season, thredding darke ey'd night. 
Occasions Noble GhsUr of some prize. 
Wherein we must have use of your advise. 
Our Father he hath writ, so hath our Sister, 
Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answere from our home : the severall Messengers 
From hence attend dispatch, our good old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your bosome, and bestow 
Your needfull counsaile to our businesses, 
Which craves the instant use. 

Gio. I serve you Madam, 

Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. Flourieh. 
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Scena Secunda, 

Enter Kent^ and Steward severally. 

Stew, Good dawning to thee Friend, art of this house ? 

Kent, I. 

Stew. "Where may we set our horses ? 

Kent, rth'rayre. 

Stew, Prythee, if thou lov'st me, tell me. 

Kent, I love thee not. 

Ste, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Llpsbury Pinfold, I would make thee 
care for me. 

Ste. Why do'st thou use me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste, What do'st thou know me for ? 

Kent, A Knave, a Rascall, an eater of broken meates, a base, 
proud, shallow, beggerly, three - suited - hundred pound, filthy 
woosted-stocking knave, a Lilly-livered, a^Hon-taking, whoreson 
glasse-gazing super-serviceable sinicall Rogue, one Trunke-inherit- 
ing slave, one that would'st be a Baud in way of good service, and 
art nothing but the composition of a Knave, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, one whom 
I will beate into clamours whining, if thou deny'st the least 
Billable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous Fellow art thou, thus to raile 
on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor knowes thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen -fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knowest me ? Is it two dayes since I tript up thy heeles, and 
beate thee before the Kmg ? Draw you rogue, for though it be 
night, yet the Moone shines. He make a sop oth' Moonshine of 
you, you whoreson Cullyenly Barber-monger, draw. 
Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 
Kent. Draw you Rascall, you come with Letters against the 
King, and take Vanitie the puppets part, against the Royaltie of 
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her Father : draw you Rogue, or He so carbonado your shanks, 
draw you Rascall, come your waies. 

Ste, Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

KefU. Strike you slave : stand rogue, stand you neat slave, 
strike. 

Stew. Helpe boa, murther, murther. 

Enter Battardj Comewall^ R^gc^f^t Gloster^ Servants, 

Bast, How now, what's the matter ? Part. 

Kent, With you goodman Boy, if you please, come, He fiesh 
ye, come on yong Master. 

Glo, Weapons ? Armes ? what's the matter here ? 

Cor. Keepe peace upon your lives, he dies that strikes againe, 
what is the matter ? 

Reg, The Messengers from our Sister, and the ELing. 

Cor, What is your difference, speake ? 

Stew, I am scarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent, No Marvell, you have so bestir'd your valour, you 
cowardly Rascall, nature disclaimes in thee : a Taylor made thee. 

Cor, Thou art a strange fellow, a Taylor make a man I 

Kent, A Taylor Sir, a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could not 
have made him so ill, though they had bin but two yeares 
oth'tiade. 

Cor. Speake yet, how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste, This ancient RufHan Sir, whose life I have spar'd at sute 
of his gray-beard. 

Kent, Thou whoreson Zed, thou unnecessary letter : my Lord, 
if you will give me leave, I will tread this unboulted villaine into 
morter, and daube the wall of a Jakes with him. Spare my grey- 
faeanl, you wagtaile ? 

Car, Peace sirrah, 
Yoa beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angrie ? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should weare a Sword, 
VIII. c 



34 ^be Tragedie of King Lear. mt il 

Who weam no honesty : sudi smUing rogues as these^ 
I^ike Rats oft bite the holy cords a twaine. 
Which are t'intrincey t'unloose : smooth every passioo 
That in the natures of their Lords rebell^ 
Being otle to fiie, snow to the colder moodes. 
Revenge, affirme, and tume their Halcion beakes 
With every gall, and varly of their Masters, 
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following: 
A plague upon your Epilepticke visage, 
Smoile you my speeches, as I were a Foole ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum Plaine» 
I'ld drive ye cackling home to CamdoL 

Com, What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Glost, How fell you out, say that ? 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy. 
Then I, and such a knave. 

Com. Why do'st thou call him Knave ? 
What is his fault ? 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchance do's mine, nor his, nor here. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plaine, 
I have seene better faces in my time. 
Then stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me, at this instant. 

Com, This is some Fellow, 

Who having beene prais'd for bluntnesse, doth afie^ 
A saucy roughnes, and constraines the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot Hatter he. 
An honest mind and plaine, he must speake truth. 
And they will take it so, if not, hee's plaine. 
These kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainnesse 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty silly ducking observants, 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent, Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity. 
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Under th'allowance of your great aspedb. 
Whose iofluence like the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Ph^dmi front. 

Com. What meanest by this ? 

Kent, To go out of my dialedt, which you discommend so 
much ; I know Sir, I am no flatterer, he that beguild you in a 
plaine accent, was a plaine Knave, which for my part I will not 
be, though I should win your displeasure to entreat me too't. 

Com. What was th'oflence you gave him ? 

Ste. I never gave him any : 
It pleas'd the Eling his Master very late 
To strike at me upon his misconstrudlion, 
When he compadt, and flattering his displeasure 
Tript me behind : being downe, insulted, rail'd. 
And put upon him such a deale of Man, 
That worthied him, got praises of the King, 
For him attempting, who was selfe-subdued. 
And in the fleshment of this dead exploit. 
Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of these Rogues, and Cowards 

But jijax is there Foole. 

Com. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 

You stubbome ancient Knave, you reverent firagart, 
Wec'l teach you. 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to leame : 

Call not your Stocks for me, I serve the King. 
Od whose imployment I was sent to you. 
You shall doe small respcdbs, show too bold malice 
Against the Grace, and Person of my Master, 
Stocking hb Messenger. 

Com. Fetch forth the Stocks ; 

As I have life and Honour, there shall he sit till Noone. 
Rgg. Till noone ? till night my Lord, and all night too. 
Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Fatliers dog. 
You should not use me so. 
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Reg, Sir, being his Knaye, I will. Stoch brought out. 

Cor, This is a fellow of the selfe same colour. 
Our Sister ^)eake8 of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 

Gh, Let me beseech your Grace, not to do so. 
The King his Master, needs must take it ill 
That he so slightly valued in his Messenger, 
Should have him thus restrained. 

Cor. lie answere that. 

Reg, My Sister may receive it much more worsse. 
To have her Gentleman abus'd, assaulted. 

Com, Come my Lord, away. Exit, 

Glo, I am sorry for thee friend, 'tis the Duke pleasure. 
Whose disposition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rub'd nor stopt, He entreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray do not Sir, I have watch 'd and travaiFd hard, 
Some time I shall sleepe out, the rest He whistle. 
A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles : 
Give you good morrow. 

Glo, The Duke's too blame in this, 
'Twill be iU taken. ExU. 

Kent. Good King, that must approve the common saw> 
Thou out of Heavens benedidHon com'st 
To the warme Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames I may 
Peruse this Letter. Nothing almost sees miracles 
But miserie. I know 'tis from Cordelia^ 
Who hath most fortunately beene inform'd 
Of my obscured course. And shall finck time 
From this enormous State, seeking to give 
Losses their remedies. All weary and o're-watch'd. 
Take vantage heavie eyes, not to behold 
This shamefull lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Snoile once more, tume thy wheele. 



sc. If. The Tragedie of King Lear. 37 

Enter Edgan 

Edg. I heard my selfe proclaim* d. 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Escap'd the hunt No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and most unusall vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may scape 
I will preserve myselfe : and am bethought 
To take the basest, and most poorest shape 
That ever penury in contempt of man. 
Brought neere to beast ; my face He grime with filth, 
Blanket my loines, elfe all my haires in knots. 
And with presented nakednesse out-^ce 
The Windes, and persecutions of the skie ; 
The Country gives me proofe, and president 
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numM and mortified Armes. 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Rosemarie : 
And with this horrible objedb, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates, and Milles, 
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, sometime with Praiers 
Inibrce their charitie : poore Turlygod^ poore Tom, 
That's something yet : Edgar I nothing am. ExU, 

Enter Lear^ FooU^ and Gentleman. 

Lea, HTis strange that they should so depart from home. 
And not send backe my Messengers. 

Geui. As I leam'd. 

The night before, there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Haile to thee Noble Master. 

Lear. Ha ? Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Foole. Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horses are tide by 
the heads, Dogges and Beares by'th'necke, Monkies by'th' 
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loynesy and Men by'th'legs : when a man overlusde at legs, then 
he weares wodden nether-stocks. 

Lear. What's he, 
That hath so much thy place mistooke 
To set thee heere ? 

Kent, It is both he and she. 
Your Son, and Daughter. 

L0ear, No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear, No I say. 

Kent. I say yea. 

Lear. By Jupiter I sweare no. 

Kent. By Juno^ I sweare I. 

Lear, They durst not do't : 

They could not, would not do't : 'tis worse then murther. 
To do upon respedt such violent outrage : 
Resolve me with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might'st deserve, or they impose this usage, 
Comming from us. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 

I did commend your Highnesse Letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place, that shewed 
My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Poste, 
Stew'd in his haste, halfe breathlesse, painting forth 
From GoneriH his Mistris, salutations ; 
DelivePd Letters spight of intermission. 
Which presendy they read ; on those contents 
They summon'd up their meiney, straight tooke Horse, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer, gave me cold lookes. 
And meedng heere the other Messenger, 
Whose welcome I perceiv'd had poison'd mine. 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Displaid so sawcily against your Highnesse, 
Having more man then wit about me, drew ; 
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He rait*d the house, with loud and coward cries, 
Yoiur Sonne and daughter found this trespasse worth 
The shame which heere it suffers. 

Foole, Winters not gon yet, if the wil'd Geese fly that way, 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind. 
But Fathers that beare bags, shall see their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore nere turns the key toth'poore. 
But for all this thou shalt have as many Dolors for thy 
Daughters, as thou canst tell in a yeare. 

L0ear. Oh how this Mother swels up toward my heart ! 
Hutorica pauio^ downe thou climing sorrow, 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughter ? 

Kent. With the Earle Sir, here within. 

Lfor. Follow me not, stay here. Exit. 

Gen. Made you no more offence, 
But what you speake of ? 

Kent. None : 
How chance the Eling comes with so small a number ? 

FotJe. And thou hadst beene set i'th'Stockes for that question, 
thoud'st well desenr'd it 

Kent. Why Foole ? 

Foole. Wee'l set thee to schoole to an Ant, to teach thee ther's 
00 labouring i'th'winter. All that follow their noses, are led by 
their eyes, but blinde men, and there's not a nose among twenty, 
but can smell him that's stinking; let go thy hold, when a great 
wheele runs downe a hill, least it breake thy necke with follow- 
ing. But the great one that goes upward, let him draw thee after : 
when a wiseman gives thee better counscll give me mine againe,-! 
would have none but knaves follow it, since a Foole gives it. 
That Sir, which serves and seekes for gaine, 
And followes but for forme ; 
Will packe, when it begins to raine. 
And leave thee in the storme. 
Bat I will tarry, the Foole will stay. 
And let the wiseman flie : 
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The knave turnes Foole that runnes away. 
The Foole no knave perdie. 

Enter Lcar^ and Gloster, 

Kent Where learn'd you this Foole I 

Foole. Not iWStocks Foole. 

Lear, Deny to ^)eake with me ? 
They are sicke, they are weary. 
They have travail'd all the night \ meere fetches^ 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo, My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt he is 
In his owne course. 

Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confusion : 
Fiery ? What quality ? Why Gloster^ Gloster^ 
I'ld speake with the Duke of Comewall^ and his wife. 

Glo, Well my good Lord, I have informed them so. 

Lear. Inform'd them ? Do'st thou understand me man. 

Glo, I my good Lord. 

Lear, The king would speake with ComwaHy 
The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter ^)eake, commands, tends, service. 
Are they inform'd of this ? My breath and blood : 

Fiery ? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that 

No, but not yet, may be he is not well. 

Infirmity doth still negledt all office. 

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our selves^ 

When Nature being opprest, commands the mind 

To su^r with the body ; He forbeare. 

And am fallen out with my more headier will. 

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit. 

For the sound man. Death on my state : wherefore 

Should he sit heere ? This ad perswades me, 
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That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practise only. Give me my Servant forth ; 

Goe tell the Duke, and's wife, Il'd speake with them : 

Now, presently : bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their Chamber doore lie beate the Drum^ 

Till it crie sleepe to death. 

Gb, I would have all well betwixt you. Exit. 

Lear, Oh me my heart ! My rising heart ! But downe. 

Foole, Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Eeles, 
when she put 'em i'th'Paste alive, she knapt 'em o'th'coxcombs 
with a sticke, and cried downe wantons, downe; 'twas her 
Brother, that in pure kindnesse to his Horse buttered his Hay. 

Enter Comewaffy Regan^ Gloiter^ Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Conu Haile to your Grace. Kent here set at liberty, 

Reg. I am glad to see your Highnesse. 

Lear, Regan^ I thinke you are. I know what reason 
I have to thinke so, if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mother Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultresse. O are you free ? 
So«iie other time for that Beloved Regan^ 
Thy Sisters naught : oh Regan^ she hath tied 
Shaipe-tooth'd unkindnesse, like a vulture heere, 
I can scarce speake to thee, thou'lt not beleeve 
With how deprav'd a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg. I pray you Sir, take patience, I have hope 
Too ksse know how to value her desert, 
Then die to scant her dutie: 

Lear. Say ? How is that > 

Reg. I cannot thinke my sister in the least 
Would faile her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She have restrained the Riots of your Followres,. 
Tis on sach ground, and to such wholesome end. 
As cleeres her from all blame. 
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Lear, My curses on her. 

Rig, O Sir, you are old. 

Nature in yon stands on the very Verge 
Of his confine : you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discemes your state 
Better then you your selfe : therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sister, you do make retume. 
Say you have wrong'd her. 

Lear, Aske her forgivenesse ? 

Do you but marke how this becomes the house ? 
Deere daughter, I confesse that I am old ; 
Age is unnecessary : on my knees I begge. 
That you'l vouchsafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 

Reg, Good Sir, no more : these are unsightly trickes : 
Returne you to my Sister. 

Lear, Never Regan: 

She hath abated me of halfe my Traine ; 
Look'd blacke upon me, strooke me with her Tongue 
Most Serpent-like, upon the very Heart. 
All the stor'd Vengeances of Heaven, fall 
On her ingratefull top : strike her yong bones 
You taking Ayres, with Lamenesse. 

Com, Fye sir, fie. 

Le, You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scomfull eyes : Infed her Beauty, 
You Fen-suck'd Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne, 
To fall, and blister. 

Reg. O the blest Gods ! 

So will you wish on me, when the rash moode is on. 

Lear, No Regatty thou shalt never have my curse : 
Thy tender-hefted Nature shall not give 
Thee o're to harshnesse : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not bume. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my Traine, 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, 
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Aod m ccxiciDnoiif to opfott tnc bon 
Apuiut n^ commiDg bk Thon better know'rt 
TV Officet of Nature, bond of Chfldhood. 
EftAi of Conene, due* orGrathode : 
Tby haUe o'th'Kingdome hut tboo not forgpl, 
Wirrnii I tbee cudow'd. 

Rig. Good Sir, to'ifa'paipOK. Tmeitt wtiim. 

Lear. Who pnt ray mao i'tfa'Stockn ? 

Enttr SlemanL 

C«rm. What Troinpet'i that > 

A^. I know't, my SlMcts: thii a^rores ber Letter, 
That die would nooe be heeir. la your Lady come i 

Lear, Tbij u a SUrc, wbow ease borrowed pride 
Dwell in the nckly grace of her be followes. 
Out VaHet, froai my light. 

Com. What meanct your Grace ? 

Entir Gmunll. 

Lear. Who Kockt my Servant I Rtgan, I hai-v good hope 
Thou did'R not know on't. 
Who cornet here ? O Heavrai ! 
If yog do lore old mm ; if your tweet sway 
Allow Obedience ; if you your selves are old. 
Make it your cause : Send downe, and take my part. 
Art not aiham'd to looke upon this Beard ? 
O Rtgan, will you take her by the band ? 

Gm. Why not by'th'hand Sir ? How have I offended ? 
Ail's not oRence that indiscretion findes, 
And dotage termes so. 

Lear, O aides, you are too tough ! 
Will yoo yet hold ? 
How came my man i'th'Stocket i 

Com. I set him there, Sir ; but bii owne Disorders 
Dnerr'd much lesse advancement. 
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Lear. You ? Did you ? 

i^^. I pray you Father being weake, seeme sa 
If till the expiration of your Moneth 
You will retume and sojoume with my Sister, 
Dismissing halfe your traine, come then to me, 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needfull for your entertainement. 

Lear. Retume to her ? and fifty men dismiss'd ? 
Noy rather I abjure all roofes, and chuse 
To wage against the enmity oth'ayre, 
To be a Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, 
Necessities sharpe pinch. Retume with her ? 
Why the hot-bloodied France^ that dowerlesse tooke 
Our yongest home, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like pension beg. 
To keepe base life a foote ; retume with her ? 
Perswade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groome. 

Goru At your choice Sir. 

Lear. I prythee Daughter do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee my Child : farewell : 
Wee'l no more meete, no more see one another. 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my Daughter, 
Or rather a disease that's in my flesh. 
Which I must needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 
A plague sore, or imbossed Carbuncle 
In my cormpted blood. But He not chide thee. 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it, 
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer shoote. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove, 
Mend when thou can'st, be better at thy leisure, 
I can be patient, I can stay with Regan^ 
I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so, 

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
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For your fit welcome, ^7e eare Sir to ray Sitter, 
For those that mingle rraaoQ with your passion. 
Matt be content to thinke you old, and bo, 
But the Itnowes what she doe's. 

Lear. It this well spoken ? 

Reg. I dare arouch it Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Is it not well i What «hould you need of more ? 
Yea, or to many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake 'gainst so great a number ? How in one house 
Should many people, under two comniandB 
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard, almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you my Lord, receive attendance 
From those that she cals Servants, or from mine? 

Reg, Why not my Lord ? 
If then they chanc'd to slacke ye, 
We could comptroll them ; if you will come to me, 
(For now I spie a danger] I entreate you 
To bring but five and twentie, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all. 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoaitaries, 
But kept a reservation to be followed 
With such a number ? What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Rrgan, said you so ? 

Reg. And speak't agalne my Lord, no more with me. 

Lea. Those wicked Creatures yet do look wel favor'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worst 
Stands in some raoke of praise, He go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. 
And thou art twice her Love. 

Gob. Heare me my Lord ; 

What need you five and twenty J Ten ? Or five ? 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 
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Reg. What need one ? 

Lear. O reason not the need : our basest Beggers 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous. 
Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheape as Beastes. Thou art a Lady ; 
If onely to go warme were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st, 
Which scarcely keepes thee warme, but for true need : 
You Heavens, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You see me heere (you Gods) a poore old man. 
As full of griefe as age, wretched in both, 
If it be 3rou that stirres these Daughters hearts 
Against their Father, foole me not so much. 
To beare it tamely : touch me with Noble anger. 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans cheekes. No you unnaturall Hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both. 

That all the world shall 1 will do such things. 

What they are yet, I know not, but they shalbe 
The terrors of the earth ? you thinke He weepe. 
No, He not weepe, I have full cause of weeping. 

Siorme ami Tempest. 
But this heart shal break mto a hundred thousand flawes 
Or ere He weepe ; O Foole, I shall go mad. Exeunt. 

Com. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a Storme. 

Reg. This house is little, the old man an'ds people. 
Cannot be well bestow'd. 

Gon. 'Tis his owne blame hath put himselfe from rest. 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Reg. For his particular. He receive him gladly. 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 

Where is my Lord of Gioiter? 

Enter Gloster. 
Com. Followed the old man forth, he is retum'd. 
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Gio. The King is in high rage. 
Com, Whether is he going i 

Glo, He cals to Horse, bat will I know not whether. 
Com. Tis best to give him way» he leads himselfe* 
Gon^ My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to stay* 
Glo, Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes 

Do sorely ruffle, for many Miles about 

There's scarce a Bush. 

Re^, O Sir, to wilfull men, 

The injuries that they themselves procure. 

Must be their Schoole-Masters : shut up your doores, 

He is attended with a desperate traine. 

And what they may incense him too, being apt. 

To have his eare abus'd, wiaedome bids feare. 

Cor, Shut up your doores my Lord, 'tis a wil'd night, 

My Regan counsels well : come out oth'storme. Exeunt, 

Ailus Tertitis. Scena Prima. 

Storme sttlL Enter Kent, and a Gentleman^ severally. 

Kent. Who's there besides foule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the weather, most unquietly. 

Kent. I know you : Where's the King ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretfoll Elements ; 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or swell the curled Waters 'bove the Maine, 
That things might change, or cease. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the Foole, who labours to out-jest 
His heart-strooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you. 

And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a deere thing to you. There is division 
(Although as yet the face of it is covered 
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With mutuall cunning) 'twixt Albany, and Cora wall : 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and set high ; Servants, who seeme no lesse, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin seene, 
Either in snuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borae 
Against the old kinde King ; or something deeper. 
Whereof (perchance) these are but furaishings. 

Gent. I will talke further with you. 

Kent, No, do not : 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall ; open this Purse, and take 
What it containes. If you shall see Cordelia^ 
(As feare not but you shall) shew her this Ring, 
And she will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this Storme, 
I will go seeke the King. 

Gent. Give me your hand, 
Have you no more to say ? 

Kent, Few words, but to effedl more then all yet ; 
That when we have found the King, in which your pain 
That way. He this : He that first lights on him. 
Holla the other. Exeunt, 

Scena Secunda. 

Storme itill. Enter Lear^ and Foole, 

Lear, Blow windes, & crack your cheeks ; Rage, blow 
You CataraAs, and Hyrricano's spout. 
Till you have drench'd our Steeples,' drown the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And thou all-shaking Thunder, 



»c. n. The Tragedie of King Lear. 49 

Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 
Cracke Naturet mouldit all gemainM ainll at ooce 
That makea tngratefiU Man. 

Fonle. O Nuokle, Court holy-water in a dry house, !> better 
then thii Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, in, atke thy 
Daughter* blening, heere'a a night pittiet neither Wtaemea, nor 
Foolet^ 

Z.ear, Rumble thy belly full : spit Fire, spowt Raine : 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are ray Daughters ; 
I taxe not you, you Elements with unkindnetse, 
I nerer (pve yon Kingdome, cali'd yon Children ; 
yon owe me no subscription. Then let fall 
Totir horrible pleasure. Hecre I stand your Slave, 
A poore, infirme, weake, and dis|Hs'd old man : 
But yet I call you Servile Ministers, 
That will with two pernicious Daughtm joyne 
Your high-engender'd Battailes, 'gainst a head 
So old, and white as this. O, ho I 'tis fbule, 

FooU. He that has a house to put's head in, has a good 
Head-peece; 

The Codpiece that will house, before the head has any ; 
The Head, and he shall Lowse : so Beggers marry many. 
The man that makes his Toe, what he his Hart shold make, 
Shall of a Come cry woe, and tume his aleepe to wake. 

For there was never yet faire woman, but sbee made mouthes 
b aglaasb 

Enirr Kent. 

Lear, No, I will be the patteme of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 

Aosf. Who's there i 

Foele. Marry here's Grace, and a Coc^nece, that's a Wiseman, 
nd a Foole. 

Kail. Alas Sir are you here f Things that lore night. 
Love not such nights as these : The wiathfoll Skies 

Till. D 
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Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make thena keepe their Ca?et : Sbce I waa nan. 
Such sheets of Fire, such bursts of horrid Thuoder, 
Such groanes of roaring Windey and Rainey I nerer 
Remember to hare heard. Mans Nature cannot cany 
Th'affiaioDt nor the feant. 

Lear. Let the great Goddes 

That keepe this dreadfiiU pudder o're our heads, 
Finde out their enemies now. TremUe thou Wretch, 
That hast within thee undivuJged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Justice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 
Thou Perjur'd, and thou Simular of Vcrtue 
That art Incestuous* Caytifie, to peeces shake 
That under covert, and convenient seeming 
Ha*s pradtis'd on mans life. Close pent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
These dreadfull Summoners grace. I am a man, 
More sinn'd against, then sinning. 

Kent. Alacke, bare->headed ? 

Gracious my Lord, hard by heerc is a HoveU, 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the Tempest : 
Repose you there, while I to this hard house, 
(More harder then the stones whereof 'tis nds'd. 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) retume, and force 
Their scanted curtesie. 

Lear, My wits begin to tume. 

Come on my boy. How dost my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold ray selfe. Where is this straw, my Fellow ? 
The Art of our Necessities is strange. 
And can make vilde things precious. Come, your Hovel ; 
Poore Foole, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit. 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Rame, 
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Muit nulce contnit with his Fortimei fit, 
Though the Raiae it raineth emy Aij. 

Le, Troe Boy : Come bring ui to thii HoTell. Exit. 

Fecit. Thit it a bnre night to coole a Curtizan : 
lie wpeake a Praphene cnl go: 
When Prictti arc more in word, then matter ; 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles ate their Taylors Tutors ; 
No Heretiqnei bura'd, but wenchei Sutora ; 
WhcD erery Case in Law, u right ; 
No Squire to debt, nor no poore Knight ; 
When Slanden do uot live in Tongues ; 
Nor Cut-punet come not to throngs ; 
When Usurers tell their Gold iU' Field, 
And Baude*, and whores, do Churches build, 
Then thai the Realme of jlliioa, come to great confimoD : 
Then comes the time, who lives to eeet. 
That going shalbe us'd with feet. 
This prophecie Mtrlm shall make, for I live before hu time. 

£xil. 

Scana Tert'ia. 



Enter Glotltr, and Edmand. 

Glo. Alacke, alacke Edmund, I like not this uanaturall deal- 
ing ; when I desired their leave that I might pity him, they tooke 
from me the use of mine owoe house, charg'd me on paine of 
perpetual! displeasure, oeither to speake of him, entreat for him, or 
any way sustaioe him. 

Batt. Most savage and uonaturall. 

Glo. Go too ; say you nothing. There is division betweene 
dx Dukes, and a worsse matter then that : I have received a 
Letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be spoken, I have lock'd the 
Letter in my Closaet^ these injuries the King now beares, will be 
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revenged home ; ther is part of a Power already footed, we must 
incline to the King, I will looke him, and privily relieve him ; goe 
you and maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceived ; If he aske for me, I am ill, and gone to bed, if I 
die for it, (as no lesse is threatned me) the ELing my old Master 
roust be relieved. There is strange things toward Edmund^ pray 
you be carefiiU. Exk, 

Bast. This Curtesie forbid thee, shall the Duke 
Instantly know, and of that Letter too ; 
This seemes a faire deserving, and must draw me 
That which my Father looses : no lesse then all. 
The yonger rises, when the old doth faU. Exit. 

Scena ^arta. 

Enter Lear^ Kent^ and Fooie. 

Kent. Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter. 
The tirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. Storme itsll. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wilt breake my heart ? 

Kent. 1 had rather breake mine owne. 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much that this contentious storme 
Invades us to the skin so : 'tis to thee. 
But where the greater malady is fixt. 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a Beare, 
But if they flight by toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou'dst meete the Beare i'th'mouth, when the mind's free. 
The bodies delicate : the tempest in my mind. 
Doth from my sences take all feeling else. 
Save what beates there, Filliall ingratitude. 
Is it not as this mouth should teare this hand 
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For lilttDg food too't i But I will punish home ; 
No, I will weepe no more ; in nich a night) 
To ifant me out ? Poure oo, I will eodure : 
Id Mch a night aa tlui 7 O Regan, Goneriff, 
Your old kind Father, whoae fi^nke heart gave all, 
O that way madoesse lie*, let me ahun that ; 
No swre of that. 

Kent. Good my Lard enter here. 

Lear, Prythee go in thy selfe, aeeke thine owne eaae, 
Thii tempett will not give me leave to ponder 
On thing! wodd hurt me more, but He goe in. 
In Boy, go fint: You houselewe povertie, Mxil. 

Nay get thee in ; lie pray, and then lie sleepe. 
Poore naked wretchet, where m> ere yon are 
That bide the pelting of this pittileise nornie. 
How (hall your House-lesK heads, and unfed ndet, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggedneve defend you 
From teaaoni such as these i O I hare tane 
Too little care of this : Take Physicke, Pompe, 
Expose thy lelfe to feele what wretche« feele, 
That thou maist shake the superflux to them, 
Aod shew the Hearens more juiL 

Ettttr Edgar, and Foole, 

E^, Fathom, and halfe. Fathom and halfe, poor Tom. 

Foolt. Come not in heere Nuncle, here's a spirit, bdpe me, 
beipe me. 

Kaa, Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foole. A spirite, a spirite, he sayei his name's poore Tom. 

Keiu. What art thou that dost grumble there i'th'straw ? 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foule Fiend followes me, through the thupe 
Hauthome blow the windes. Humh, goe to thy bed and warme 
thee. 

Lear, Did'st thou give all to thy Daughten i And ut thou 
come to tbia i 
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Edgar. Who fyit% any thiog to poore Tcm? Whom the 
foule fiend hath led though Fire, and throagh Flame, throogh 
Sword, and Whirie-Poole, o're Bog, and Quagmire^ that hath 
laid Kmrea under his Pilbw, and Halters in his Pue, set Rats- 
bane by his Porredge, made him Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay 
trotting Horse, orer fbure incht Bridges, to course his own 
shadow for a Traitor. Blisse thy five Wits, Tmm a coUL O 
60 f de, do, de, do de, blisse thee from Whiiie-Windes, Starre- 
blasting, and takbg, do poore Tom some charitie, whom the foule 
Fiend vexes. There could I have him now, and there, and 
there againe, and there. Sionae liili, 

. Lear, Ha's his Daughters brought him to this passe ? Coold'st 
thou save nothing ? Would'st thou give 'em ail ? 

Foole, Nay, he reserved a Blanket, else we had Inn all 
sham'd. 

Lea. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o're mens fiinlts, light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear* Death Traitor, nothing could have snbdu'd Nature 
To such a lownesse, but his unkind Daughters. 
It is the fashion, that discarded Fathers, 
Should have thus litde mercy on their fiesh ; 
Judicious punishment, 'twas this flesh begot 
Those Pelicane Daughters 

Edgf Pillicock sat on Pill£cock hill, alow : alow, loo, loo. 

FooU, This cold nigh^ will tume us all to Fooles^ and 
Madmen. 

Edgar Take heed o'th'fi^ole. Fiend, obey thy Parents, keepe 
thy lyords Justice, sweare not, commit not, wuh mans swome 
Spouse ; set not thy Sweet-heart 00 proud array. Tom's a cold. 

Lear» What hast thou bin ? 
' Edg. A Servingman ? Pkoud in heart, and minde ; that 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in my cap ; serv'd the Lust of my 
Mistris heart, and did the adte of darkenesse with her. Swore as 
many Oathes, as I ^ke words, & broke them m the sweet fiice 
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til Heateo. One, that ilept b the contrinag of Luat, and wak'd 
to doe it. Wine lor'd I deerely, Dice deerely ; and in Woman, 
ODt-FaramoDr'd the Turke. Falte of heart, light of care, bloody 
of band ; Hog in iloth, Foxe in ftealth, Wolfe in grcedinene, 
Dog in madiKa, Lyon in prey. Let not the creaking of shooea, 
Nor the nutliog of Silket, betray thy poore heart to woman. 
Keepe thy fimte out of Brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy 
pea from Lenden Bookea, and defye the fonle Fiend. Still 
thm^ the Hauthorne blowes the cold wiode : Sayes tuum, 
mmi, DODny, Dolphto my Boy, Boy Seity : let hira trot by. 

SlOTTM ttiS. 

litat. Thou weit better io a Grave, then to annrere with thy 
ODCOTCT'd body, thi( extremitie of the Skies. Is man do more 
then this ? Coodder him well. Thou ow*st ^ Worme no 
StllEet the Beast, do Hide ; the Sheepe, no Wootl, the Cat, no 
perfiuDe. Ha \ Here's three on'a are aopliitticated. Thoa art 
the cbiDg it kUc | unaccommodated man, is no more but such a 
poore, bare, forked Animall as thou art. Olf, off you Lend- 
ings : Come, unbutton beere, 

Enitr Gloucala; wUb a Torch. 

Foelt. Prythee Nunckle be contented, 'tis a naughtie night to 

■wimme in. Now a little fire tn a wilde Field, were like an old 

Lctchers heart, a small spark, all the rest on's body, cold ; L.ooke, 

beere comes a walking fire. 

E(^. This is the feule Flibbertigibbet j hee begins at Curiew, 
and walket at first Cocke : Hee gives the Wdj and the Fm, 
•i)uint* the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; Mtldewes the white 
Wheate, and hurts the poore Creature of earth. 
SmiibelJ footed thrice the old. 
He met the Night-Mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight. 
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. 
JtW. How fares your Grace { 
Lmt. What's he? 
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Keta. Who's there ? What U't you seeke ? 

Ghm, What are you there ? Your Names ? 

Eifg, Poore Tom, that eates the swimming Frog, the Toad, 
the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water: that in the fiine of 
his hearty when the foule Fiend rages, eats Cow-dung for Sallets : 
swallowes the old Rat, and the ditch-Dogge ; drinkes the green 
Mantle of the standing Poole : who is whipt from Tything to 
Tything, and stockt, punish'd, and imprisoned: who hath three 
Suites to his backe, sixe shirts to his body : 

Horse to ride, and weapon to weare : 
But Mice, and Rats, and such small Deare, 
Have bin Toms food, for seven long yeare : 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend. 

Glou. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg, The Prince of Darkenesse is a Gentleman. Moth he's 
call'd, and Mahu. 

Glou. Our flesh and blood, my Lord, is growne so vilde, that 
it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg, Poore Tom's a cold. 

Glou, Go in with me ; my duty cannot su&r 
T'obey in all your daughters hard commands : 
Though their Injundtion be to barre my doores. 
And let this Tyrannous night take hold upon you» 
Yet have I ventured to come seeke you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready* 

Lear, First let me talke with this Philosopher, 
What is the cause of Thunder ? 

Kent, Good my Lord take his offer. 
Go into th'house. 

Lear, He talke a word with this same lemed Theban : 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vennine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
His wits begin t'unsettle. 
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Gkm. Caiut thou blame him >. Slorm iliS. 

Hit Daughten aeckc hi« death : Ah, that good Kent, 
He wd it would be tbu« : poore baniih'd man : 
TboD nycit the King growe* msd, lie tell thee Friend 
I am almon mad my wife. I had a Soone, 
Now oat-law'd from my blood : he sought my life 
But latdy : wry late : I Wd him (Friend) 
No Father hii Soune deerer : true to tell thee. 
The greefe hath craz'd my wita. What a uight't this i 
I do beaeecfa your grace. 

Ltar, O cry you mercy, Sir : 

Noble PhiloMpher, your company, 

Ei^. Tom's a cold. 

G/wN In fellow there, into th'Hoyel ( keep thee warm. 

Ltar. Cwne, kt'i m all. 

Kau. Thia way, my Lord. 

Ltar. With lum ; 

I will Iteepe ttill with my Philosopher. 

Ktnl, Good my Lord, sooth him : 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Ghu. Take him you on. 

Kml, Sirra, come on : go along with us. 

£.ear. Come, good Athenian. 

GUu. No words, no words, hush. 

Etfg, Childe Roviland to the darke Tower came, 
His word was still, fie, foh, and fumme, 
I smeU the blood of a Brittish man. Exeunt. 

Sana ^inta. 

Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 
Com. I will have my revenge, ere I depart hta house. 
Batl. How my Lord, I may be cmsored, that Nature thus 
giret way to Loyaltie, something fearet mee to thinke of. 
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Comm. I DOW percdTe, it was DOt altogether your Brothers 
erill diyiation made him teeke hit death: bat a provduog 
merit set a-worke by a reprorabJe badneMe in himaelfe. 

Batt. How malidoot is my fertimey that I must repent to be 
just \ This is the Letter which hee spoake of; which approves 
him an intelligent partie to the advantages of France. O Heavens! 
that this Treason were not ; or not I the detedor. 

Com, Go with ms to the Datchesse. 

Batt. If the matter of this Paper be certain, yon have mighty 
bdsinesse in hand. 

Com. True or fidse, it hath made diee Eaiie of Gloooester : 
seeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee ready for our 
s^yprehension • 

Bast. If I finde him comforting the Eong, it will stnfie his 
Sttspition more fidly. I will persever in Biy course (^ Ixyyalty, 
though the conflid be sore betweene that, and my blood. 

Com. I will lay trust i^n thee: and thou shalt finde a dcere 
Father in my love. Exeunt. 
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Scena Sexta. 



^m^^^^^mm 



Enier Kent^ and Gloucester. 

Glou, Heere is better then the open ayre, take it thankfully : I 
will peece out the comfort with what addidon I can : I will not 
be long from you. Esat. 

Kent. All the powre of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : the Gods reward your kindnesse. 

Enter Lear^ Edgar ^ and Foole. 

Edg. Fraterretio cals me, and tells me Nero is an Angler in 
the Lake of Darknesse: pray Innocent, and beware the foule 
Fiend. 

Foole. Prythee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be a 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a Kmg. 
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Fcelt. N0( be'a a Yeoman, that ha's a Gcotleman to h» 
Sonne : lor hn** a mad Yeoman that aeei hit Sonne a Gentleman 
before hiin. 

Lear. To have a thouaand with red bunuog (|>ita 
Come hitzing in upon 'em. 

E^, Bleaae thy fi?e wita. 

Ktnt, O |nt^ : Sir, where ia the patience now 
That yon to oft have boatted to retains i 

Edg. My team begin to take his part la nrach. 
They marre my counterfetting, 

Ltar. The little dogget, and all t 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-heart : tec, they \aA.c at roe. 

Edg. Tom, will throw hia head at them : Avaunt you 
Currea, be thy mouth or btacke or white ; 
Tooth that poyiona if it bite : 
MaatiJIe, Grey-hound, Moogrill, Gricn, 
Hound or Spaniell, Brache, or Hym : 
Or Bofataile tight, or Troudle taile, 
Tom wiU make him weepe and waile. 
For with throwing thua my head ; 
Doga leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do, de, de, de : aeae : Come, march to Wakea and Fayrea, 
And Market Tovmea : poore Tom thy home ii dry. 

Lear, Then let them Anatomize Rtgan: See what breeds 
about ber heart. Is there any cauae in Nature that make theae 
hard-hearti. Yon air, I entertaine for one of my hundred ; only, 
I do not like the &«hicMi of your ^noents. You will aay tbey 
an; Peiaian ; but let tbem bee chaog'd. 

Emer Ghattr. 
Ktnl. Now good my Lord, lye heeic, and rctt awhile. 
Ltar. Make no noise, make no noise, draw the Cuitaines : ao, 
■0, weel go to Supper ith'momiog. 
Fcolt. And He go to bed at noone. 
Gbu, Come hither Friend ; 
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Where is the King mj Master ? 

Kent. Here Sir, but trouble him not» his wits are gon. 

Glou. Good frieDcly I pr3rthee take him in thy armes ; 
I have ore-heard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in't. 
And drive toward Dover friend, where thou shalt meete 
Both welcome, and protedion. Take up thy Master, 
If thou should'st dally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured losse. Take up, take up. 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quicke condudL Come, come, away. Exeunt, 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Cornwall^ Regan^ GonertH^ Biutard^ and Servants. 

Com. Poste speedily to my Lord your husband, shew him this 
Letter, the Army of France is bnded : seeke out the Traitor 
Glouster. 

Reg. Hang him mstandy. 

Gon. Plucke out his eyes. 

Com, Leave him to my displeasure. Edmonds keepe you our 
Sister company : the revenges wee are bound to take uppon your 
Traitorous Father, are not fit for your beholding. Advice the 
Duke where you are going, to a most festivate preparation : we 
are bound to the like. Our Postes shall be swift, and intelligent 
betwixt us. Farewell deere Sister, farewell my Lord of 
Glouster. 

Enter Steward. 
How now ? Where's the King ? 

Stew, My Lord of Glouster hath convey'd him hence. 
Some five or six and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Questrists after him, met him at gate. 
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Who, with (Ome other of the Lordi, dependanti. 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boatt 
To ha*c well armed Frieadi. 

Corn. Get horaea for your Mittrit. 

Gan. Farewell iweet Lofd, and Sister. Exit 

Corn. ESitaiid farewell : go aeeic the Traitor Glotter, 
Pianioa him like a Theefe, bring him before nt: 
Thoi^h well we may cot pawc upon his life 
Without the forme of Junice : yet our power 
Shall do a curt'tie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not coroptroll. 

Enier Gloiuiitcr, and StrvoHit. 
Who'a there ? the Traitor ? 

R^. iDgratcAU) Pox, 'tia he. 

Cam. Bbde faxi his corky armei. 

Gloa. What meaoei your Graces ? 
Good my Frienda consider you are my Ghesta : 
Da me no foule play, Frieodi. 

Com. fiinde him I lay. 

R^. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glaa. UnmercifidI Lady, at you are, I'me none. 

Com. To thi* Chaire biode him, 
ViUaine, thou ihalt finde. 

G/iM. By the kinde Gods, *tia roost ignobly done 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and luch a Traitor i 

Gka. Naughty Ladie, 

These haires which thon dost rarish from my chin 
Will quicken and accuse thee, I am your Host i 
With Robbera hand*, my hospitatue favours 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Com. Come Sir. 

What Letters bad you bte from France? 

Reg. Be ample aniwer'd, for we know the truth. 



62 721^ Tragedie (fKmg Lear. jcr m. 

Com. And whit confrdrracir bave yoa wkfa tbe Tnkon^ bte 
footed in the Kingloinr ? 

iS^. To whoK hands 

Yoa have fent the Lnnaticke Kii^: Spedbe. 

GiSw. I have a Letter |;iieMigiy aet downe 
Which came from one that's of a newtiall hearty 
A.Dd not from one opposed. 

Com. Comimg. 

Reg, And false. 

Conu Where hast thoo sent the King ? 

Glou. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Was't thou not charg'd at perill. 

Com. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him answer diat 

Gku. I am tyed to'th'Stake, 
And I must stand the Course. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glou. Because I would not see thy cniell Ndks 
Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sister, 
In his Annointed flesh, sticke boarish phangs. 
The Sea, with such a storme as his bare head. 
In Hell-blacke-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quenched the Stelled fires : 
Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heavens to raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that steme time, 
Thou should'st have said, good Porter turne the Key : 
All CrueU else subscribe : but I shall see 
The winged Vengeance overtake such Children* 

Com. See't shalt thou never. Fellowes hold the Chaire, 
Upon these eyes of thine. He set my foote. 

Glou. He that will thinke to live, till he be old. 
Give me some helpe. O cruell ! O you Gods. 

Reg. One side will mocke another : Th'other too. 

Com, If you see vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord : 
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I have senr'd you ever since I was a Childe : 
But better serrice have I never done yoo. 
Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg, How now, you dogge ? 

Ser, If you did weare a beard upon your chin, 
I'ld shake it on this quarreU. What do you meane ? 

Com. My Villaine ? 

Serv, Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword« A pezant stand up thus ? 

KiUis bm. 

Ser, Oh I am slaine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To see some mischefe on him. Oh. 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it ; Out vilde gelly : 
Where is thy luster now ? 

Ghu. All darke and comfortlesse ? 
Where's my Sonne Edmund? 
Edmund^ enkindle all the sparkes of Nature 
To quit this horrid adle. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 

Thou call'st on him, that hates thee. It was he 
That made the overture of thy Treasons to us : 
Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Glou. O my Follies ! then Edgar was abus'd, 
Ejnde Gods, forgive me that, and prosper him. 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. Exit tmth Ghusier. 

How is't my Lord ? How looke you ? 

Com. I have received a hurt : Follow me Lady ; 
Tume out that eyelesse Villaine : throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghill : Regatiy I bleed apace. 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. Exeunt. 



• 
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Ailus Quartus. Scena Prima. 



Enter Edgar. 

Edg, Yet better thus, and knowne to be contemD'd, 
Then still contemn'd and flatter'd, to be wont 
The lowest, and most dejeded thing of Fortune, 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in feare : 
The lamentable change is from the best. 
The worst retumes to laughter. Welcome then, 
i Thou unsubstantiall ayre that I embrace : 

^ The Wretch that thou hast blowne unto the worst. 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. 
^ Enter Glouster. and an Oldman. 

But who comes heere ? My Father poorely led ? 
World, World, O world ! 
But that thy strange Mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yeelde to age. 

Oldm. O my good Lord, I have bene your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, these fourescore yeares. 

GIou. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone. 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 
Thee, they may hurt 

Oldm. You cannot see your way. 

Glau, I have no way, and therefore want no eyes : 
I stumbled when I saw. Full oft 'tis seene. 
Our meanes secure us, and our meere defeds 
Prove our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Edgar^ 
The food of thy abused Fathers wrath : 
Might 1 but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'ld say I had eyes againe. 

O/iAff. How now ? who's there ? 

Edg. O Gods ! Who is't can say I am at the worst ? 
I am worse then ere I was. 

Old. Tis poore mad Tom. 
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Edg. And worse I may be yet : the wont it not, 
So loDg at we can lay this is the worst. 

Oldnu Fellow, where goest 7 

Gba. Is it a Beggar-man ? 

OUm. Madman, and beggar too. 

Ghu, He has some reason, else he conld not beg. 
I'thlast nights storrae, I such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me thinke a Mao, a worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then icarse Friends with him. 
1 haw heard more since j 
As Flye* to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 
Tbey kit! us for their sport. 

EJg. How should this be } 

Bad ii the Trade that must play Foole to sorrow, 
Ang'ring it selfe, and others. Blesse thee Master. 

Ghu. Is that the naked Fellow I 

OUm. I, my Lord. 

Ghu. Get thee away : If for my sake 
Thou wilt ore-take us heace a mile or twaine 
I'th'way toward Dover, do it for ancient Iotc, 
And bring some covering for this naked Soule, 
Which He intreate to leade me. 

Old. Alacle sir, he b mad. 

Glim. 'Tia the times plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde ; 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure : 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Oldm. We bring him the best Parrell that I have 
Come on't, what will. Exit. 

G/ou. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

EJg. Poore Tom's a cold. I cannot daub it further. 

Ghu. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. And yet I must : 
Blesse thy sweete eyes, they bleede. 
Till. I 
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l^wvV tboa the way to Dorer? 

j;:^ IWd) a jle, and gate ; Honeway , and foot-path : poore 
^.MT Ms^ A Karr^d out of hit good wita. Bktte thee good mans 
^^^i^,^ fv«i die fbule FieikL 

^^ Hoe take this purse, thou whom die heaT'ns phgoes 
^4r^ todbkd to ail strokes : that I am wretched 
>|iils(« thee the happier : Heavens deale so sdll : 
) ^ ^ coperfluous, and Lust-dieted man, 
<nuA dUTCt your ordinance, that will not see 
y^N|nK> he do's not feele, feele your powre quickly : 
^ iuaibtttion should undoo excesse, 
j^njl ettch man have enough. Dost thou know Dover ? 

Chtu There is a Cliffe, whose high and bending head 
I xK^es fearfully in the confined Deepe : 
fating me but to the very brimme of it, 
Aiid lie repayre the misery thou do'st beare 
With something rich about me : from that place, 
I 3^ no leading neede. 

S4g. Give me thy arme, 

p^ie Tom shall leade thee. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Gonerill, BaitarJ, and Steward. 

Gon. Welcome my Lord. I mervell our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, where's your Master ? 

Stew. Madam within, but never man so chang'd : 
I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He smil'd at it. I told him you were coraming. 
His answer was, the worse. Of Glosters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
When I informed him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn*d die wrong side out : 
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What most he should dislikei seemes pleasant to him ; 
What like, ofiensive. 

Gon, Then shall you go no further. 

It is the Cowish terror of his spirit 
That dares not undertake : Hee'l not feele wrongs 
Which tye him to an answer : our wishes on the way 
May prove effedbs. Backe Edmond to my Brother, 
Hasten his Musters, and conduct his powres. 
I must change names at home, and give the Distafie 
Into my Husbands hands. This trustie Servant 
Shall passe betweene us : ere long you are like to heare 
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe) 
A Mistresses command. Weare this ; spare speech. 
Decline your head. This kisse, if it durst speake 
Would stretch thy Spirits up into the ayre : 
Conceive, and fare thee welL 

Bast. Yours in the rankes of death. Exk, 

Gon. My most deere Gloster. 

Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To thee a Womans services are due. 
My Foole usurpes my body. 

Stevf, Madam, here come's my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have beene worth the whistle. 

AW. Oh GoneriU, 

You are not worth the dust which the rude winde 
Blowes in your face. 

Gon. Milke-Liver'd man. 

That bear'st a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrongs. 
Who hast not in thy browes an eye-discerning 
Thine Honor, from thy sufiering. 

Alb. See thy selfe divell : 

Proper deformitie seemes not in the Fiend 
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So horrid at id wonuo. 

Gem* Oh Taine Foole. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Comwals dead, 
Slaine by hit Senrant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gbufter. 

jllh. Glousters eyes. 

Mes. A Senraot that he bred, thrilPd with remorse, 
OpposM against the a6l : bending his Sword 
To his great Mastrr, who, threat-enrag'd 
Flew on him, and among'st them fell'd him dead. 
But not without that harmefull stroke, which smce 
Hath pluckt him after. 

jIUf. This shewes you are above 

You Justices, that these our neather crimes 
So speedily can venge. But (O poore Glouster) 
Lost he his other eye ? 

Mes, Both, both, my Lord. 

This Leter Madam, craves a speedy answer : 
'Tis from your Sister. 

Gon, One way I like this weU, 

But being widdow, and my Glouster with her. 
May all the building in my fancie plucke 
Ujjon my hatcfull life. Another way 
The Newes is not so tart. He read, and answer. 

jllb. Where was his Sonne, 
When they did take his eyes ? 

Mes. Come with my Lady hither. 

M, He is not heere. 

Mes. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

jllb. Knowes he the wickednesse? 

Mes. I my good Lord : 'twas he inform'd against him 
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 
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jiW. Glouster, I li?e 

To thaoke thee for the love thou shew'dst the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou knoVst. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Co/ouri^ CordeSa^ Gentlemen^ and 

Soiddsouri, 

Cor, Alacke, 'tis he : why he was met even now 
As mad as the vext Sea, singing alowd, 
Crown'd with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds. 
With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 
Daraelly and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our sustaining Come. A Centery send forth ; 
Search erery Acre in the high-growne field. 
And bring him to our eye. What can mans wisedome 
In the restoring his bereaved Sense ; he that helpes him. 
Take all my outward worth. 

Gent. There is meanes Madam : 

Our foster Nurse of Nature, is repose. 
The which he lackes : that to provoke in him 
Are many Simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of Anguish. 

Cord. All blest Secrets, 

All you unpublished Vermes of the earth 
Spring with my teares ; be aydant, and remediate 
In the Goodmans desires : seeke, seeke for him. 
Least his nngovem'd rage, dissolve the life 
That wants the meanes to leade it. 

Enter Messenger. 

Met. Newes Madam, 

The Brittish Powres are marching hitherward. 
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Unmrlmmmmtiiaatl fD 
Mr Xcavak)^ joid inportB'd 

be Ws^ ^as» love, »d ov a^d Faitkai Rkr 
&mrMrIWM.Mi« 



Siena ^umta. 



/U^« JDK JPr Sj JMOaKIB xOVFtt KK BQRII I 

Jkrw. I 

A^« jUHMnK M jifiiiM tiiae ? 

BifiW, MHaXBk vin 

Y<Mr Sifter m die better Soukfier. 

it^ Lord Fdmmmitfakt not witii joar Loid at 

JfMp'* NoMadsm. 

/C^« W^nat n^it import nj Smen Letter to nni z 

Buw^ I know not, Lady. 

Rfg. Faitli he it pOEUted heooeoo aerioof matter: 
It wat frcat ifDoraoce^ Gloutten eyct beiiig oat 
To let him fire. Where he armety he motet 
All heant againtt at : Edmund^ I thioke it gone 
lo pttjr of hit mitery, to (fitpatcfa 
Hit fughted life : Moreoter to detcry 
The ttreogth o'di'Eoemj. 

Suw. I mutt oeedt after him. Madam, with my Lette 

Reg. Our troopet tet forth to morrow, ttay with at : 
The wayet are daogerxmt. 

8tiw. I may not Madam : 

My Lady charged my dutie m thit bunoet. 

Reg. Why thould the write to .EdSmmu/^ 
Might not you tnmq>oit her puipotet by word ? Belike^ 
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Some things, I know not wliat. lie love thee much 
Let me unaeale the Letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather- 



Rig, I know yoor Lady do's not love her Husband, 
I am sure of that : and at her late being heere, 
She gave strange Eliads, and most speaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosome. 

Stew. I, Madam ? 

Reg. I speake in understanding : Y'are : I know't 
Therefore I do advise you take diis note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmonds and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
If you do finde him, pray you give him this ; 
And when your Mistris heares thus much from you, 
I pray desire her call her wisedome to her. 
So &re you well : 

If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off. 

Stew, Would I could meet Madam, I should shew 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well Exeunt. 

Scena ^uinta. 

Enter Gloucester^ and Edgar. 

Gku. When shall I come to th'top of that same hill ? 

Edg. You do climbe up it now. Look how we labor. 

Gku. Me thinkes the ground is eeveo. 

Edg. Horrible steepe. 

Hearke^ do you heare the Sea ? 

Ghm. No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other Senses grow imperfed 
By your eyes anguish. 
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Glou, So may it be indeed. 

Me thinkes thy voyce is altered, and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter then thou did'st, 

Edg, ITare much deceiy'd : In nothing am I chang'd 
But in my Garments. 

Ghm. Me thinkes y'are better spoken. 

Edg, Come on Sir, 
Heere's the place : stand still : how fearefull 
And dizie 'tis, to cast ones eyes so low. 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew scarse so grosse as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfiill Trade : 
Me thinkes he seemes no bigger then his head. 
The Fishermen, that walk'd upon the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
Diminished to her Cocke : her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almost too small for sight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard so high. lie looke no more. 
Least my braine tume, and the deficient sight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Giou. Set me where you stand. 

E4g. Give me your hand : 
You are now within a foote of th'extreme Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would I not leape upright. 

Glou, Let go my hand : 
Heere Friend's another purse : m it, a Jewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods 
Proi^r it with thee. Go thou further off. 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now bxt ye well, good Sir. 

Glou. With aU my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with hb dispaire. 
Is done to cure it. 

Glou, O you mighty Gods ! 
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This worid I do renounce, and m your sights 

Shake patiently my great afflidHon off: 

If I could beare it loogery and not hSX 

To quarrell with your great opposelesse willes, 

My snufty and loathed part of Nature should 

Buroe it selfe out. If Edgar live, O blesse him : 

Now Fellow, fare the well. 

Edg. Gone Sir, farewell : 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The Treasury of Life, when life it selfe 
Yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought. 
By thb had thought bin past. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir : Friend, heare you Sir, speake : 
Thus might he passe indeed : yti he revives^ 
What are you Sir ? 

Ghm. Ajmijf and let me dye. 

JE^. Had'st thou beene ought 
But Gozemore, Feathers, Ayre, 
(So many fathome downe precipitating) 
Thou'dst shiver'd like an £gge : but thou do'st breath : 
Hast heavy substance, bleed'st not, speak'st, an sound. 
Ten Masu at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell, 
Thy life's a Myracle. Speake yet againe. 

Gbm, But have I falne, or no ? 

E4g^ From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Lodce up a height, the shrill-gorg'd Larke so &ne 
Cannot be seene, or heard : Do but looke up. 

Ghm. Alacke, I have no eyes : 
Is wretchednesse deprived that benefit 
To end it selfe by death ? HTwas yet some comfort 
When misery could beguile the Tyrants rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

J^. Give me your arme. 

Up, so : How is't i Feele you your Legges ? You sund. 
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Ghm. Too well, too well. 

Ei^, This is above all airangcn e i ic^ 

Upon the crowne o'th'Clifie. What thing was that 
Which parted fix>m yoa ? 

Gbm. A poore onfortiiiiate Beggar. 

Edg. Aa I stood heeie bdow, me thou^t his eyes 
Were two full Moones : he had a thousand Noses, 
Homes wealk'd, and wared like the enraged Sea : 
It was some Fiend : Therefore thoa happy Father, 
Thinke that the deerest Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impossibilities^ have preserred thee. 

Glou, I do remember now : henceforth lie beare 
Afflidion, till it do cry out it selfe 
Enough, enough, and dye. That thbg you ^)eake of, 
I tooke it for a man : often 'twould say 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that {Jace. 

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Ltar, 
But who comes heere ? 
The safer sense will ne're accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the Eang 
himselfe. 

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature's above Art, in that req>ed. ThePs your Presse- 
money. That fellow handles his bow, like a Crow-keeper : draw 
mee a Cloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a Mouse : peace, peace, 
this peece of toasted Cheese will doo't. There's my Gauntlet, 
lie prove it on a Gyant. Bring up the browne Billes. O well 
flowne Bird : i'th'clout, i'th'clout : Hewgh. Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Passe. 

Ghu. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha! GoneriH with a white beard? They fiatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white hayres in my 
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Beard, ere the Wacke onet were there. To aay I, and do, to 
every thiog that I nid : I, and do too, was no good Dimiiy. 
When the nine came to wet me oDce, and the winde to make me 
chatter : when the Thunder would not peace at my bidding, there 
I fonnd 'em, there I imelt 'em out. Go too, they are not dkd 
o'tbeir wordi ; they told me, I was every thiDg : 'Tia a Lye, I 
am Dot Agu-proofe. 

Glou, The tncke of that royce, I do well remember : 
I>^ Dot the King i 

LtoT, I, erery inch a King. 

When I do stare, see how the Subjeft quakes, 
I pardon that mans life. What was thy cause \ 
Adultery ? thou shalt not dye : dye for Adultery \ 
No, the Wren goes too't, and the small gilded Fly 
Do's letcher b my nght. Let Copulation thrive : 
For Glonsters bastard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Then my Daughters got 'tweene the lawfiiU sheets. 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers. 
Behold yond simpring Dame, whose ^e betweeoe her Forkes 
presages Snow { that minces Vertue, & do's shake the head to 
beane of pleaaures name. The Fitchew, nor the soyled Horse 
goes too't with a more riotoua appetite. Downe from the waste 
they are Ceataures, though Women all above : but to the Girdle 
do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends. There's hell, 
there's darkenes, there is the solphurouB pit ; buroiag, scaldiD^ 
•tench, consumption : Fye, fie, fie ; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce 
of Civet i good Apothecary sweeteu my immagioauon : There's 
money for thee. 

Gku. let me kisae that hand. 

Ltar. Let me wipe it first, 
It smeUes of Mortality. 

Glou. O ruin'd peece of Nature, this great world 
Shall ta weare out to naught, 
Do'st thou know ok \ 

Ltar, I remember thine eyet well eoougb : dost thou aquiny 
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at me ? No, doe thy worn blinde Capid, He not lo^e. Reade 
thou this challenge, marke but the penning of it. 

Ghm, Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not see. 

Edg. I would not take this from report, 
It is, and my heart breakes at it 

Lear. Read. 

Gku. What with the Case of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me ? No eies in your head, 
nor no mony in your purse ? Your eyes are in a heavy case, 
your purse in a light, yet you see how this world goes. 

Glou. I see it feelingly. 

Lear* What, art mad ? A man may see how this world goes, 
with no eyes. Looke with thine eares : See how yond Justice 
railes upon yond simple theefe. Hearke in thine eare : Change 
places, and handy-dandy, which is the Justice, which is the 
theefe : Thou hast seene a Farmers dogge barke at a Beggar? 

Glou. I Sir. 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
might'st behold the great image of Authoride, a Dogg's obey'd 
in Office. Thou, Rascall Beadle, hold thy bloody hand : why 
dost thou lash that Whore ? Strip thy owne backe, thou body 
lusts to use her in that kind, for which thou whip'st her. The 
Usurer hangs the Cozener. Thorough tatter'd cloathes great 
Vices do appeare : Robes, and FurPd gownes hide alL Place 
nnnes with Gold, and the strong Lance of Jusdce, hurdesse 
breakes: Arme it in ragges, a Pigmies straw do's pierce it. 
None do's offend, none, I say none. He able 'em ; take that of 
me my Friend, who have the power to scale th'accusers lips. Get 
thee glasse-eyes, and like a scurvy Politician, seeme to see the 
things thou dost not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bootes : harder, harder, so. 

Edg, O matter, and imperdnency mixt. 
Reason in Madnesse. 

Lear* If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Glouster : 
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Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither : 
Thou knoVst, the first time that we smell the Ayre 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke. 

Giou. Alacke, alacke the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of Fooles. This a good blocke : 
It were a delicate stratagem to shoo 
A Troopc of Horse with Felt : He put't in proofe. 
And when I have stolne upon these Son in Lawes, 
Then kiU, kill, kill, kiU, kiU, kill 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Geni. Oh heere he is : lay hand upon him, Sir, 
Your most deere Daughter 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a Prisoner ? I am even 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Use me well. 
You shall have ransome. Let me have Surgeons, 
I am cut to'th'Braines. 

Gent, You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No Seconds ? All my selfe ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt 
To use his eyes for Garden water-pots. I wil die bravely. 
Like a smugge Bridegroome. What ? I will be Joviall : 
Q>me, come, I am a King, Masters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are a Royall one and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in't Come, and you get it. 
You shall get it by running : Sa, sa, sa, sa. Exit. 

Gent. A sight most pittifull in the meanest wretch. 
Past speaking of in a King. Thou hast a Daughter 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curse 
Which twaine have brought her to. 

E(fg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : what's your will ? 

Edg. Do you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. 

Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : 
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Every one heares that, which can dUtmguish sound* 

Edg, But by your &vour : 
How neere's the other Army? 

Geni, Neere, and on ^)eedy foot : the maine descry 
Stands on the hourely thought 

Edg. I thanke yon Sir, that's alL 

Gent, Though that the Queen on special cause is here 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exit. 

Edg. I thanke your Sir. 

Glou. You ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me. 
Let not my worser Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you please. 

Edg. Weil pray you Father. 

Glou. Now good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poore man, made tame to Fortunes blows 
WhOy by the Art of knowne, and feeling sorrowes. 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, 
lie leade you to some biding. 

Glou. Heartie thankes : 

The bountie, and the benizon of Heaven 
To boot, and boot. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaimed prize : most happie 
That eyelesse head of thine, was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
Breefely thy selfe remember : the Sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glou, Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough too't* 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant, 

Dur'st thou support a published Traitor ? Hence, 
Least that th'infedion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

E4g. Chill not let go Zir, 
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Without vurther 'casion. 

Siew, Liet go Slave, or thou dy'st 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore volke 
passe : and 'chud ha'bin zwaggerd out of my life, 'twould not ha* 
Inn zo long as'tis, by a vortnight. Nay, come not neere th'old 
man : keepe out che vor'ye, or ice try whither your Costard, or 
my Ballow be the harder ; chill be plaine with you. 
Siew. Out Dunghill. 

Edg, Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor your 
foynes. 

Stew. Slave thou hast slaine me : Villain, take my purse ; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my bodie. 
And give the Letters which thou find'st about me. 
To Edmund Earle of Glouster : seeke him out 
Upon the English party. Oh untimely death, death. 

Edg. I know thee well. A serviceable Villaine, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Mistris, 
As badnesse would desire. 

Ghm. What, is he dead? 

E4g. Sit you downe Father : rest you. 
Let's see these Pockets; the Letters that he speakes ot 
May be my Friends : hee's dead ; I am onely sorry 
He had no other Deathsman. Let us see : 
Leave gentle waxe, and manners : blame us not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts^ 
Their Papers is more lawfiill. 

Reads the Letter^ 

T Et our rectprocaU vowes be remembred. Tou have numie ^oppor^ 
^^ tumties to cut him off": if your will want not^ time and place 
will he fruitfully offered. There is nothing done. Ifhee retume the 
Conqueror, then am I the Prisoner ^ and his bed my Gaole^ frwn the 
loathed warmth whereof deSver me, aud suppiy the place for your 
Labour. Tour {ff^fe, so I would /fljr) qffe^onate 

Servant. GooerilL 
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Oh indinguish'd space of Womans will, 

A plot upon her vertuous HusbancU life. 

And the exchange my Brother : heere in the sands 

Thee lie rake up, the poste unsandtified 

Of murtherous Letchers : and m the mature time, 

With this ungracious paper strike the sight 

Of the death-pra^s'd Duke : for him 'tis well. 

That of thy death, and businesse, I can teU. 

Glou. The King is mad : 
How stifle is my vilde sense 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrowes? Better I were distract. 
So should my thoughts be sevePd from my greefes, 

Drum afarre off. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations loose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Farre off methinkes I heare the beaten Drumme. 
Come Father, He bestow you with a Friend. Exeunt. 

Scana Septima. 

Enter Cordelia^ Kent^ and Gentleman* 

Cor. O thou good Kent, 
How shall I live and worke 
To match thy goodnesse ? 
My life will be too short. 
And every measure faile me. 

Kent. To be acknowledged Madam is ore-pai'd. 
All my reports go with the modest truth, 
Nor more, nor dipt, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited, 
These weedes are memories of those worser houres : 
I prythee put them off. 
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Kemim Pardon deere Madam, 

Yet to be knowne shortens my made intent. 
My boone I make it, that you know me not. 
Till time, and I, thinke meet. 

Car. Then be't so my good Lord : 
How do's the King I 

KetU. Madam sleepes still. 

Cot, O you kind Gods ! 

Core this great breach m his abused Nature, 
Th'onton'jd and jarring senses, O winde up. 
Of this childe-changed Father. 

Kemi. So please your Majesty, 

That we may wake the King, he hath slept long \ 

Cor. Be govem'd by your knowledge, and proceede 
IWfway of your owne will : is he array'd ? 

Enter Lear in a chasre carried by Servants, 

KaU. I Madam : in the heavinesse of sleepe. 
We put firesh garments on him. 
Be by good Madam when we do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 

Cwr. O my deere Father, restauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes, and let this kisse 
Repaire those violent harmes, that my two Sisters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princesse. 

Cor. Had you not bin their Father, these white flakes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be opposM against the jarring windes ? 
Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me. 
Should have stood that night against my fire. 
And was't thou faine (poore Father) 
To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlome, 
In short, and musty straw ? Alacke, alacke, 
'TIS wonder that thy life and wits, at once 

* VIII. F 
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Had Doe conduded alL He waka^ fpcake to him. 

AiOi. I^adam do yooy ^ fitmt. 

Csr. How does mj Rojall Lofd ? 
How hm your Bfajcuy ? 

Lear, Yoa do me wiDDg to take me oat o'th'gn^f^ 
Thoa art a Souk in bfime, but I am boimd 
Upon a wbeele of fiie, that mine owne team 
Do acal'dy like molten Lead. 

Cor. Sir, do yoa know me ? 

Lear. Yoa are a spirit I know, wfaeie did joa dye? 

Cor. Still, ftiU, hnc wide. 

Gen. He's scarse awake. 
Let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where have I bin ? 
Where am I ? Faire day light ? 
I am mightily abos'd ; I shomld er^n dye with pttty 
To tee another thus. I know not what to say : 
I will not sweare these are my hands : let's see, 
I feele this pin pricke, would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor, O looke upon me Sir, 

And hold your hand in benediction o're me^ 
You must not kneele. 

Lear. Pray do not roocke me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourescore and upward, 
Not an houre more, nor lesae : 
And to deale plainely, 
I feare I am not in my perfect mind. 
Me thinkes I should know you, and know this man. 
Yet I am doubtfull : For I am mainely ignorant 
What place this is : and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me. 
For (as I am a roan) I thinke this Lady 
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To be my childe Cordeiuu 

Cor, * And so I am : 1 am. 

Lear. Be your teares wet ? 
Yes faith : I pray weepe not. 
If you hare poyson for me, I will drinke it : 
I know you do not love me, for your Sisters 
Have (as I do remember) done me wrong. 
You hare some cause, they have not 

Cor, No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France i 

Kent, In your owne kingdome Sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

GerU. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 
You see is killM in him : desire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more till further setling. 

Cor. Wilt please your Highnesae walke ? 

Lear, You must beare with me : 
Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
I am old and foolish. Exeunt, 

Ailus Quintus. Scena Prima, 

Enter with Drumme and Colours^ Edmund^ Regan^ 
Gentlemen, and Souldters, 

Bait. Know of the Duke if his last purpose hold. 
Or whether since he is advis'd by ought 
To change the course, he's full of alteration. 
And selfe reproving, bring his constant pleasure. 

Reg, Our Sisters man is certainely miscarried. 

Bast. 'Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg, Now sweet Lord, 

You know the goodnesse I intend upon you : 
Tell me but truly, but then speake the truth. 
Do you not love my Sister \ 
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Bast. In hoDour'd Lo?e. 

Reg. But have you neyer found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place ? 

Bast. No by mine honour, Madam. 

Reg, I nerer shall endure her, deere my Lord 
Be not familiar with her. 

Bait, Feare not, she and the Duke her husband. 

Enter with Drum and Colours^ jfHany^ GoneriSf SovUUn. 

AW. Our rery loWng Sister, weU be-met : 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reasond ? 

Gone, Combine, together 'gainst the Enemie : 
For these domesticke and particular broiles. 
Are not the question heere. 

AUf. Let's then determine with th'ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Sister you'le go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. 'Tis most convenient, pray go with us. 

Gon. Oh ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 

Exeunt both the Armlet. 
Enter Edgar. 

Edg. If ere your Grace had speech with man so poore, 
Heare me one word. 

AB. He overtake you, speake. 

Edg, Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter : 
If you have victory, let the Trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miscarry. 
Your businesse of the world hath so an end. 
And machination ceases. Fortune loves you. 
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jllb. Stay till I have read the Letter. 

E4g, I was forbid it : 

When time shall serve, let but the Herald cry. 
And lie appeare againe. Exlu 

jilb* Why farethee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 

Enter EdmufuL 

BasL The Enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Heere is the guesse of their true strength and Forces, 
By dilligent discoverie, but your hast 
Is DOW urg'd on you. 

M. We will greet the time. Exit. 

Bait. To both these Sisters have I swome my love : 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Arc of the Adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both I One ? Or neither ? Neither can be enjoy 'd 
If both remaine alive : To take the Widdow, 
Exasperates, makes mad her Sister GonertU^ 
And hardly shall I carry out my side, 
Her husband being alive. Now then, wee'l use 
His countenance for the Battaile, which being done. 
Let her who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to CordeRaf 
The Battaile done, and they within our power. 
Shall never see his pardon : for my state, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. Exit. 

Scena Secunda. 

Alarum vflthiru Enter ivlth Drumme and Cohurty Lear^ CordeRa^ 
and Souldiers, over the Stage^ and Exeunt. Enter Edgar ^ and 
Glofter. 

Edg. Heere Father, take the shadow of this Tree 
For your good hoast : pray that the right may thrive : 
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If eyer I returne to you againe, 
lie bring you comfort* 

Glo, Grace go with you Sir. Exit. 

Alarum and Retreai witbm. 

Enter Edgar, 

Edgar, Away old man, give roe thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath lost, he and his Daughter tane. 
Give roe thy hand : Come on. 

Glo, No further Sir, a roan may rot eyen heere. 

Edg, What in ill thoughts againe I 
Men roust endure 

Their going hence, even as their comming hither, 
Ripenesse is all come on. 

Glo, And that's true too. Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter in conquest with Drum and Colours^ Edmund^ Lear^ and . 
Cordelia, as prisoners^ Souldiers, Captaine, 

Bast, Some Officers take them away : good guard, 
Untill their greater pleasures first be knowne 
That are to censure them. 

Cor, We are not the first. 

Who with best meaning have incurr'd the worst : 
For the oppressed King I am cast downe. 
My selfe could else out-frowne ^se Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not see these Daughters, and these Sisters ? 

Lear, No, no, no, no : come let's away to prison. 
We two alone will sing like Birds i'th'Cage : 
When thou dost aske me blessing, He kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgivenesse : So wee'l live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
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At ^ded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talke of Court oewes, and wee'l talke with them too. 
Who looses, and who wins; who's in, who's out ; 
And take upon's the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies : And wee'l weare out 
In a wall'd prison, packs and seds of great ones, 
That ebbe and flow by th'Moone. 

Bast. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices my CorelcSa, 
The Gods themselves throw Incense. 
Have I caught thee ? 

He that parts us, shall bring a Brand from Heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eyes. 
The good yeares shall devoure them, flesh and fell, 
Ere they shall make us weepe ? 
Weele see e'm stanr'd first : come. Exii, 

Bast. Come hither Captaine, hearke. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to prison. 
One step I have advanced thee, if thou do'st 
As this instrudts thee, thou dost make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is ; to be tender minded 
Do's not become a Sword, thy great implo3rment 
Will not beare question : either say thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other meanes. 

Caj^, He do't my Lord. 

Bast. About it, and write happy, when th'hast done, 
Marke I say instantly, and carry it so 
As I have set it downe. ExU Captaine, 

FlourUh, Enter Albany ^ GonertU^ Regan^ SohSerj. 

jilb. Sir, you have shew'd to day your valiant straine 

And Fortune led you well : you have the Captives 
Who were the opposites of this dayes strife : 
I do require them of you so to use them, 
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As we shall find their meritesy and our safety 
May equally determioe. 

Bart, Sir, I thought it fit. 

To send the old and miserable King to some retentioiH 
Whose age had Charmes in it, whose Title more, 
To plucke the common bosome on his side, 
And tume our imprest Launces in our eies 
Which do command them. With him I sent the Queen : 
My reason all the same, and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further space, t'appeare 
Where you shall hold your Session. 

jllh. Sir, by your patieDce» 

I hold you but a subjeft of this Warre, 
Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we list to grace him. 

Mcthinkes our pleasure might have bin demanded 
Ere you had spoke so farre. He led our Powers^ 
Bore the Commission of my place and person. 
The which immediacie may well stand up. 
And call it selfe your Brother. 

Gon, Not so hot : 

In his owne grace he doth exalt himaelfe. 
More then in your addition. 

Reg. In my rights. 

By me invested, he compeeres the best. 

jllh. That were the most, if he should husband you. 

Reg, Jesters do oft prove Prophets, 

Gon. Hola, hola. 

That eye that told you so, look'd but a squint. 

Rega. Lady I am not well, else I riK>uId answers 
From a full flowing stomack. Generally 
Take thou my Souldiers, prisoners, patrimony. 
Dispose of them, of me, the walls is thine : 
Witnesse the world, that I create thee heerc 
My Lord and Master. 
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Gotu Meane you to enjoy him ? 

ji!b. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Bast. Nor in thine Lord. 

jilb. Halfe-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the Drum strike, and prove my title thine. 

Jilb. Stay yet, heare reason : Edmund^ I arrest thee 
On capitall Treason ; and in thy arrest. 
This guilded Serpent : for your claime ^re Sisters, 
I bare it in the interest of my wife, 
^is she is sub-contradted to this Lord, 
Aod I her husband contradidl your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An enterlude. 

AW. Thou art armed Glotter^ 
Let the Trumpet sound : 
If none appeare to prove upon thy person. 
Thy heynous, manifest, and many Treasons, 
There is my pledge : He make it on thy heart 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing lesse 
Then I have heere proclaimed thee. 

Reg. Sicke, O sicke. 

Gon. If not. He nere trust medicine. 

Boii. There's my exchange, what in the world hes 
That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies. 
Call by the Trumpet : he that dares approach ; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 

Enter a Herald. 

AB. A Herald, ho. 

Trust to thy single vertue, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their discharge. 

Regan, My sicknesse growes upon me. 
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A&. She is not well, coDvey her to my Tent. 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet sound. 
And read out this. jf Trumpet sounds. 

Herald reads. 

"TF any man qfquoBtte or degree^ within the Bsts of tie Army^ will 
^ maintaine upon Edmund^ supposed Earle of Gloster^ thai he is a 
mamfold Traitor^ let him appear e by the third sound of the Trumpet : 
he is hold in his defence. I Trumpet, 

Her. Againe. 2 Trumpet. 

Her. Againe. 3 Trumpet. 

Trumpet answers within. 

Enter Edgar armed. 

AOf, Aske him his purposes, why he appeares 
Upon this Call o'th'Trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 

Your name, your quality, and why you answer 
This present Summons \ 

Edg. Know my name is lost 

By Treasons tooth : bare-knawne, and Canker-bit, 
Yet am I Noble as the Adversary 
I come to cope. 

Alb. Which is that Adversary ? 

Edg. Wh,at's he that speakes for Edmund Earle of Gloster? 

Bast. Himselfe, what saist thou to him i 

Edg. Draw thy Sword. 

That if my speech offend a Noble heart. 
Thy arme may do thee Justice, heere is mine 2 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
The priviledge of mine Honours, 
My oath, and my profession. I protest, 
Maugre thy strength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Despise thy vidor-Sword, and fire new Fortune, 
Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art a Traitor : 
False to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
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Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious Prince, 

And fix>m th'extremest upward of thy head, ^ 

To the discent and dust below thy foote, 

A most Toad-spotted Traitor. Say thou no. 

This Sword, this arme, and my best spirits are bent 

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speake. 

Thou lyest. 

Bast. In wisedome I should aske thy name. 
But since thy out-side lookes so faire and Wariike, 
And that thy tongue (some say) of breeding breathes. 
What safe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, I disdaine and spume : 
Backe do I tosse these Treasons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated Lye, ore-whelme thy heart. 
Which for they yet glance by, and scarely bruise. 
This Sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. Trumpets speake. 

jllb. Save him, save him. jifarumi. Figbti, 

Gon. This is pradHse Glotter^ 

By th'law of Warre, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknowne opposite : thou art not vanquished, 
But cozend, and beguild. 

M, Shut your mouth Dame, 

Or with this paper shall I stop it : hold Sir, 
Thou worse then any name, reade thine owne evill : 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. 

Gon, Say if I do, the Lawes are mine not thine, 
Who can araigne me for't ? Exit. 

AW. Most monstrous ! O, know'st thou this paper \ 

Bast. Aske me not what L know. 

jilb. Go after her, she's de^rate, goveme her. 

BasL What you have charg'd nae with. 
That have I done. 

And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou 
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That hast this Fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, 
I do foi^ve thee. 

£iig. Let's exchange charity : 

I am no lesse in blood then thou art Edmonds 
If more, the more th'hast wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 
The Gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague us : 
The darke and vicious place where thee he got, 
Cost him his eyes. 

B(ut. Th'hast spoken right, 'tis true, 

The Wheele is come full circle, I am heere. 

Alb, Me thought thy very gate did prophesie 
A Royall Noblenesse : I must embrace thee. 
Let sorrow split nay heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. 

Edg. Worthy Prince I know't. 

jllh. Where have you hid your selfe ? 
How have you knowne the miseries of your Father ? 

Edg, By nursing them my Lord. List a breefe tale, 
And when 'tis told, O that my heart would burst. 
The bloody proclamation to escape 
That foUow'd me so neere, (O our lives sweetnesse. 
That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
Rather then die at once) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-mans rage, t'assume a semblance 
That very Dogges disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, 
Their precious stones new lost : became his guide. 
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from dispaire. 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my selfe unto him, 
Untill some halfe houre past when I was arm'd, 
Not sure, though hoping of this good successe, 
I ask'd hb blessing, and from first to last 
Told him our pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart * 
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(Alacke too weake the coDflidt to support) 
Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and greefe. 
Bunt smilingly. 

Bast, This speech of yours hath moy'd me. 

And shall perchance do good, but speake you on, 
You looke as you had something more to say. 

jilb. If there be more, more wofiill, hold it in. 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 

* Enter a Gentleman. 

Gen. Helpe, helpe : O helpe. 
Edg. What kinde of helpe? 
M. Speake man. 
Edg, What meanes this bloody Knife ? 
Gen. 'Tis hot, it smoakes, it came even from the heart of 
O she's dead. 



jllb. Who dead ? Speake man. 

Gen. Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Sister 
By her is poyson'd : she confesses it. 

Bait, I was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an instant 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Enter Kent. 

jiOf. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead ; 

GoneriU and Regans bodies brought out. 
This judgement of the Heavens that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pitty : O, is this he ? 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my King and Master aye good night 
Is he not here ? 

jllb. Great thing of us forgot. 
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Speake Edmund^ where's the King ? and where's CordeCaP 
Seeft thou this objed Kent P 

Kent, Alackcy why thus ? 

BasU Yet Edmund was belov*d : 

The one the other poison'd for my sake. 
And after slew herselfe. 

AJh. Even so : cover their faces. 

Bait, I pant for life : some good I meane to do 
Despight of mine owne Nature. Quickly send, 
(Be briefe in it) to'th Castle, for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear^ and on Cordelia : 
Nay, send in time. 

j4lh* Run, run, O run. 

Edg, To who my Lord ? Who ha's the Office ? 
Send thy token of repreeve. 

Bait. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it die Captaine. 

Edg, Hast thee for thy life. 

Bait. He hath Commission from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her owne dispaire. 
That she for-did her selfe. 

M. The Gods defend her, beare him hence awhile. 

Enter Lear wit/j Cordelia in his armes. 

Lear. Howie, howle, howie : O you are men of stones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, IPd use them so, 
That Heavens vault should crack : she^s gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She's dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glasse, 
If that her breath will mist or staine the stone. 
Why then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promised end ? 

Edg, Or image of tliat horror. 

Alb. Fall and cease. 
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Lear. This feather stirs, she lives : if it be so. 
It is a chance which do's redeeroe all sorrowes 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good Master. 

Lear. Prythee away. 

Edg. 'Tis Noble Kent your Friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you Murderors, Traitors all, 
I might have sav*d her, now she's gone for ever : 
Cordelia^ CordeBa^ stay a little. Ha : 
What is't thou saist ? Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman. 
I kill'd the Slave that was a hanging thee. 

Gent. 'Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear. Did I not feUow ? 

I have seene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 
I would have made him skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoile me. Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are not o'th'best. He tell you straight. 

Kent, If Fortune brag of two, she lov'd and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight, are you not Kent ? 

Kent, The same : your Servant Kent^ 
Where is your Servant Cams P 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'le strike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. 

Kent, No my good Lord, I am the very man. 

Lear. He see that straight. 

Kent. That from your first of difference and decay. 
Have foUow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else. 

All's cheerlesse, darke, and deadly. 
Your eldest Daughters have fore-done themselves. 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. I so I thinke. 
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A!b, He knowes not what he aaies^ and vaine is it 
That we present us to him. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Edg. Very bootlesse. 

Mesi. Edmund is dead my Lord. 

AW. That's but a trifle heere : 

You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come. 
Shall be appli'd. For us we will resigne. 
During the life of this old Majesty 
To him our absolute power, you to your rights, 
With boote, and such addition as your Honours 
Have more than merited. All Friends shall 
Taste the wages of their vertue, and all Foes 
The cup of their deservings : O see, see. 

Lear, And my poore Foole is hang'd : no, no, no life ? 
Why should a Dog, a Horse, a Rat have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no more. 
Never, never, never, never, never. 
Pray you undo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Do you see this \ Looke on her ? Looke her lips, 
Looke there, looke there. He dUs 

Edg, He faints, my Lord, my Lord* 

Kent, Breake heart, I prythee breake. 

Edg. Looke up my Lord. 

Kent, Vex not his ghost, O let him passe, he hates him. 
That would upon the wracke of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gon indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long. 
He but usurpt his life. 

AUt, Beare them from hence, our present businesse 
Is generall woe : Friends of my soule, you twaine. 
Rule in this Realme, and the gor'd state sustaine. 
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Kent, I have a journey Sir, shortly to go, • 

My Master calls me, I must not say no. 

E<^. The waight of this sad time we must obey, 
Speake what we feele, not what we ought to say : 
The oldest hath borne most, we that are yong^ 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

Exeunt with a dead March* 



FINIS. 



VIIL 



THE TRAGEDIE OF 

Othello, the Moore of Venice. 



Ailus Primus. Scasna Prima. 




Enter Rodofjgo^ and logo* 

Rodorigo* 

Ever tell me, I take it mach uDlciodly 
That thou (lago) who hast had my purae, 
As if the strings were thiae, should'st know of this. 
la. But you'l not heare me. If ever I did dream 
Of such a matter, abhorre me. 

Rodo. Thou told'st me, 

Thou did'st hold him in thy hate. 

/ago* Despise roc 

If I do not. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(In personall suite to make me his Lieutenant) 
OfF-capt to him : and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worase a place. 
But he (as loving his owne pride, and purposes) 
Evades them, with a bumbast Circumstance, 
Horribly stufft with Epithites of warre. 
Non-suites my Mediators. For certes, sales he, 
I have already chose my Officer. And what was he ? 
For -sooth, a great Arithmadcian, 
One Michael! Caisio^ a Florentine^ 
(A Fellow almost danm'd in a faire Wife) 
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That never set a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the ctivision of a Battaile knowes 

More then a Spinster. Unlesse the Bookish Theoricke : 

Wherein the Tongued Consuls can propose 

As Masterly as he. Meeie pratle (without pradlise) 

Is all his Souklienhip. But he (Sir) had th'ekaion ; 

And I (of whom his eies had seene the proofe 

At Rhodes, at Ciprus, and on others grounds 

ChristenMy and Heathen) must be be-leed, and calm'd 

By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-caster, 

He (m good time) must his Lieutenant be. 

And I (blesse the marke) hb Mooreships Auntient. 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have bin hi* hangmao. 

lago. Why, there's no remedie. 
'Tis the cursse of Service ; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and afiedtion, 
And not by old gradation, where eadi second 
Stood Heire to'th'firet Now Sir, be judge your selfe. 
Whether I m any just terroe am AfHn'd 
To love the Moore f 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

lago. O Sir content you. 
I follow him to serve my tume upon him. 
We cannot all be MasteiB, nor all Masters 
Cannot be truely follow'd. You shall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knave ; 
That (doting on his owne obsequious bondage) 
Weares out his time, much like his Masters Asse, 
For naught but Provender, & when he's old Casheer^d. 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who trym'd in Formes, and visages of Dutie, 
Keepe yet their hearts attending on themselves. 
And throwing but showes of Service on their Lords 
Doe well thrive by them. 
And when they have lin'd their Coates 
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Doe themselTes Homage. 

These Fellowet have some aoole, 

And «uch a one do I profetse my aeUe. For (Sir) 

It is ai 8ure as you are RodonjgOf 

Were I the Moore, I would not be /ago •* 

In folloving him, I follow but my aelfe. 

Heavea is my Judge, not I for lofe and dutie. 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward Adion doth demonatnite 

The native ad, and figure of my heart 

In Complement exteme, 'tis not long after 

But I will weare my heart upon my sleeve 

For Dawes to pecke at ; I am not what I am. 

Rod, What a M Fortune do't the Thicke-lipt owe 
If he can carry't thus ? 

logo. Call up her Father : 

Rowse him, make after him, poyson his delight, 
Proclaime him in the Streets. Incense her kinsmeOf 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies : though that hit Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw such chances of vexation Qa% 
As it may loose some colour. 

Rodo, Heere is her Fathers house, He call aloud. 

lago. Doe, with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 
As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
Is spied in populus Citties. 

Rodo. What hoa : BrabanAo^ Signior Braku^Of boa. 

lago. Awake : what hoa, BrabmUio : Theeves, Theeves. 
Looke to your house, your daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeves, Theeves, 

Bra, Ahont. What is the reason of tlus temble 
Summons \ What is the matter there \ 

Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within ? 

lago. Are your Doores lock'd i 

Bra. Why ? Wherefore ask you this ? 
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l&go. Sir, y'are rob'd, for shame put on your Gowne, 
your heart is burst, you have lost halfe your souk 
Even now, now, very now, an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Arise, arise, 
Awake the snorting Cittis^ns with the Bell, 
Or else the devill will make a Grand-sire of you. 
Arise I say. 

Bra, What, have you lost your wit» ? 

RotL Most reverend Signior, do you know my voice ? 

Bra, Not I : what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Rodorigo, 

Bra. The worsser welcome : 

I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores : 
In honest plainenesse thou hast heard me say, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madnesse 
(Being full of Supper, and distempring draughtes) 
Upon malicious knaverie, dost thou come 
To start my quiet 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Bra, But thou must needs be sure. 

My spirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rodo. Patience good Sir. 

Bra, What tell'st thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice : my house is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soule, I come to you. 

la. Sir : you are one of those that will not serve God, if the 
devill bid you. Because we come to do you service, and you 
thinke we are Ruffians, you'le have your Daughter cover'd with 
a Barbary horse, you'le have your Nephewes neigh to you, you'le 
have Coursers for Cozens : and Gennets for Germaines. 

Bra, What prophane wretch art thou ? 

la. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daughter and 
the Moore, are making the Beast with two backs. 
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Br£u Thou art a Villaine. 

lago. You are a Senator. 

Bra, This thou shalt answere. I know thee Rodorigo. 

Rod, Sir, I will answere any thing. But I beseech you 
If 't be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 
(As partly I find it is) that your feire Daughter, 
At this odde Even and dull watch o'th'night 
Transported with no worse nor better guard, 
But with a knave of common hire, a Gundelier, 
To the grosse claspes of a Lascivious Moore : 
If this be knowne to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold, and saucie wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeve 
That from the sence of all Civilitie, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter (if you have not given her leave) 
I say againe, hath made a grosse revolt, 
Tying her Dutie, Beautie, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and every where : straight satisfie your selfe. 
If she be in her Chamber, or your house. 
Let loose on me the Justice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra* Strike on the Tinder, hoa : 

Give me a Taper : call up all my people. 
This Accident is not unlike my dreame, 
Beleefe of it oppresses me alreadie. 
Light, I say, light. Exit. 

lag. Farewell : for I must leave you. 

It seemes not meete, nor wholesome to my place 
To be produ^bed, (as if I suy, I shall,) 
Against the Moore. For I do know the State, 
(How ever this may gall him with some checke) 
Cannot with safetie cast him. For he's embark'd 
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With such loud reason to the Cyprus Warret» 

(Which eren now atandt m A&) that for their loules 

Another of his Fadoine, they hate ooDCf 

To lead their Businesse. In which ngjud, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell paines, 

Yety for necessitie of present life, 

I must show out a Flag, and signe of Xove, 

(Which is indeed but signe) that you shal surely find him 

Lead to the Sagitary the raised Search : 

And there will I be with him. So farewelL £xa. 

Enter Brahantto^ wUh Servants and Torches, 

Bra, It is too true an evilL Gone she is. 
And what's to come of my demised time, 
Is naught but bittemesse. Now Rodorigo^ 
Where didst thou see her ? (Oh unhappie Girle) 
With the Moore saist thou ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didst thou know 'twas she I (Oh she decesTes me 
Past thought :) what said she to you ? Get moe Tapers : 
Raise all my Kindred. Are they married thinke you ? 

Rodo. Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. Oh Heaven : how got she out ? 
Oh treason of the blood. 

Fathers, from hence trust not your Daughters minds 
By what you see them a^ Is there not Charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read RodortgOf 
Of some such thing ? 

Rod Yes Sir : I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my Brother : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, some another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod I thinke I can discover him, if you please 
To get good Guard, and go along with roe. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. At every house He call. 
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( 1 may command at mo6t ) get We^joot (boa) 
And raiae aome ^)ecial] Officer! of mig|it : 
On good Rodorigo^ I will deserve your painea. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter OibcHof lago^ AtttndtmU^ mth Tmrcba. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I have alaioe men. 
Yet do I hold it rery stufie o'th'cooacieoce 
To do no contnv'd Murder : I lacke Intquttie 
Sometime to do me service. Nine, or ten timet 
I had thought t'have yerk'd him here under the Ribbec 

OtheUo. 'Tia better as it ia. 

lagp. Nay but he prated. 

And ^ke such scurvy, and provoking termea 
Against your Honor, that with the little godlinetae I have 
I did^ull hard forbears him. But I pray you Sir, 
Are you hOi married ? Be aasur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd. 
And hath in his effedt a voice potential! 
As double as the Dukes : He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what restramt or greevance, 
The Law (with all his might, to enforce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 

OtheL Let him do his sp^t ; 

My Services, which I have done the Signorie 
Shall out-tongue his Complabts. 'Tis jfet to know. 
Which when I know, that boasting is an Honour, 
I shall promulgate. J fetch my life and being. 
From Men of Royall Seige« And my demeritea 
May speake (unbonnetted) to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know Iag%y 
But that I love the gentle DeidenumOf 
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I would not my unhoused free condition 

Put into Circumscription, and Confine, 

For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond ? 

Enter Cojiio, with Torches^ 

lago. Those are the raised Father, and his Friends : 
You were best go in. 

OtheL Not I : I must be found. 

My Parts, my Tide, and ray perfeft Soule 
Shall manifest me righdy. Is it they ? 

logo. By Janui^ I thinke no. 

OtbeL The Servants of the Dukes ? 
And my Lieutenant ? 

The goodnesse of the Night upon you (Friends) 
What is the Newes ? 

Cajtio. The Duke do's greet you ( General!) 

And he requires your haste. Post-haste appearance, 
Even on the instant 

Othello. What is the matter, thinke you ? 

Cassio. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine : 
It is a businesse of some heate. The Gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent Messengers 
This very night, at one anothers heeles : 
And many of the Consuls, rais'd and met. 
Are at the Dukes already. You have bin body call*d for. 
When being not at your Lodging to be found. 
The Senate hath sent about three severall Quests, 
To search you out. 

OtbeL 'Tis well T am found by you : 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And goe with you. 

Castio. Auncient, what makes he heere P 

lago* Faith, he to night hath boarded a Land Carraft, 
If it prove lawfiill prize, he's made for ever. 

duiio, I do not understand. 
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Jago, He's married. 

Cofiio, To who ? 

lago. Marry to Come Captaine, will you go ? 

Othel. Have with you. 

Cojiio, Here comes another Troope to aeeke for you. 

Enter Brahantlo^ Rodorigo^ with Officers^ and Torches. 

lago. It is Brabantio : Generall be advis'd. 
He comes to bad intent. 

Oibelb, Holla, stand there. 

Rodo. Signior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him, Thecfc. 

lago. You Rodorigo ? Come Sir, I am for you. 

Othe. Keepe up your bright Swords, for the dew will rust 
them. Good Signior, you shall more command with yeares, then 
with your Weapons. 

Bra, Oh thou foule Theefe, 
Where hast thou stow'd my Daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchaunted her 
For He referre me to all things of sense, 
(If she in Chaines of Magick we're not bound) 
Whether a Maid, so tender, Faire, and Happie, 
So opposite to Marriage, that she shun'd 
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (t'encurre a generall mocke) 
Run from her Guardage to the sootie bosome. 
Of such a thing as thou : to feare, not to delight ? 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not grosse in sense, 
That thou hast pra^s'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens Motion. He have't disputed on, 
^Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a pradtiser 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
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Lay hold upon him, if he do reaist 
Subdue him, at hit perilL 

Otbe. Hold your handi 

Both yott of my iucliniDgy and the rest 
Were it my Cue to fight» I should have knowne it 
Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I goe 
To answere diis yoiar chaige ? 

Bnu To prisooy till fit time 

Of Law, and course of dired Session 
Call thee to answer. 

Otbe, What if do obey ? 

How may the Duke be therewith satisfi'd. 
Whose Messengers are heere about my side. 
Upon some present businesse of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer, rris true most worthy Signior, 

The Dukes in Counsell, and your Noble seife, 
I am sure is sent for. 

Bra. How? The Duke in Cottnsell ? 

In this time of the night ? Bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle Cause. The Duke himselfe. 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong, as 'twere their owne : 
For if such Adtions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves, and Pagans shall our Statesmen be. Exeunt. 

Scana Tenia. 

Enter Duie^ Senaiori^ and Officers, 

Duke, There's no composition in this Newes, 
That gives them Credite. 

I. Sen, Indeed, they are disproportioned. 

My Letters say, a Hundred and seven Gallies. 

Duke. And mine a Hundred fortie. 
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2. Sena, And mine two Hundred : 

But though they jumpe not on a just accompt, 
(As in these Cases where the ayme reports, 
'Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirme 
A Turkish Fleete, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement : 
I do not so secure me in the Error, 
But the maine Article I do approve 
In fearefull sense. 

Sajlor nvtthin. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa, 

Mniar Soflor. 

Officer, A Messenger from the Gallies. 

Duke. Now ? What's the buainesse ? 

Sailor. The Turkish Preparadon makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angeh. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

T. Sen, This cannot be 

By no assay of reason. 'Tis a Pageant 
To keepe us in false gaze, when we consider 
Th'importancie of Cyprus to the Turke ; 
And let our selves againe but understand. 
That as it more concemes the Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question beare it. 
For that it stands not m such Warrelike brace. 
But altogether lackes disabilities 

That Rhodes is dress'd in. If we make thought of this. 
We must not thinke the Turke is so unskillful]. 
To leave that latest, which concemes him first, 
NegledHng an attempt of ease, and gaine 
To wake, and wage a danger profitlesse 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 

Officer, Here is more Newet, 
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Enter a Messenger, 

Messen. The Ottamitesy Reveren'd, and Gracious^ 
Steering with due course toward the He of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an after Fleete. 

I. Sen, ly so I thought : how many, as you guesse ? 

Mess. Of thirtie Saile : and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano^ 
Your trustie and most Valiant Servitour, 
With his free dutie, recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. 

Duke. *Tis certaine then for Cyprus : 
Marcus Lucclcos is not he in Towne I 

I. Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us, 

To him, Post, Post-haste, dispatch. 

I. Sen, Here comes Brabantto^ and the Valiant Moore. 

Enter Brabantio^ Othello^ CassiOf lagOf Rodorigo^ and Officers, 

Duke, Valiant Othello^ we must straight employ you. 
Against the generall Enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you : welcome gentle Signior, 
We lack't your Counsaile, and your helpe to night. 

Bra, So did I yours : Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of businesse 
Hath raised me from my bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my perticular gnefe 
Is of so flood-gate, and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it engluts, and swallowes other sorrowes. 
And it is still it selfe. 

Duke. Why ? What's the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter ! 

Sen. Dead ? 

Bra, I, to me. 

She is abus'd, stobe fh}m me, and corrupted 
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By Spelsy and Medicinesy bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature, so prepostrously to erre, 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,) 
Sans witch-craft could not. 

Duie, Who ere he be^ that in this fbule proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her selfe, 
And you of her ; the bloodie Booke of Law, 
You shall your selfe read, in the bitter letter. 
After your owne sense : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 

Here is the man ; this Moore, whom now it seemes 
Your special! Mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

jiff. We are verie sorry for't 

Duie. What in your owne part, can you say to this ? 

Bra, Nothing, but this is so. 

0/he, Most Potent, Grave, and Reveren'd Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approved good Masters ; 
That I have tane away this old mans Daughter, 
It is most true : true I have married her ; 
The verie head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I, in my speech, 
And little bless'd with the soft phrase of Peace ; 
For since these Armes of mine, had seven yeares pith. 
Till now, some nine Moones wasted, they have us'd 
Their deerest adlion, in the Tented Field : 
And little of this great world can I speake, 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles, and Battaile, 
And therefore litde shall I grace my cause, 
In speaking for my selfe. Yet, (by your gracious patience) 
I will a round un-vamish'd tale deliver. 
Of my whole course of Love : 
What Drugges, what Charmes, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magicke, 
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(For such proceeding I am charg'd witball) 
I won his Daughter. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold : 

Of Spirit so still, and quiet, that her Motion 
BlushM at her selfe, and she, in spight of Nature, 
Of Yeares, of Country, Credite, every thing 
To M in Love, with what she fear'd to looke on ; 
It is a judgement maim'd, and most imperfed. 
That will confesse Perfection so could erre 
Against all rules of Nature, and must be driven 
To find out pra£Bses of coiining hell 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch againe. 
That with some Mixtures, powrefull o're the blood. 
Or with some Dram, (conjur'd to this efled) 
He wrought up on her. 
To vouch this, is no proofed 
Without more wider, and more over Test 
Then these thin halHts and poore likely-hoods 
Of modeme seeming, do prefer against him. 

Sen. But Othelbf q)eake, 
Did you, by indired, and forted courses 
Subdue, and poyson this yong Maides aftdtons ? 
Or came it by request, and such fiure quettbn 
As soule, to soule afibrdeth ? 

Othei, I do beseech yooi 

Send for the Lady to the Sa^tary, 
And let her speake of me before her Father ; 
If you do finde me foule, in her report, 
The Trust, the Office, I do hold of you. 
Not onely take away, but let jrour Sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duie. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Otbe, Aunciant, condud them : 
You best know the place. 
And tell she come, as truely as to heaven, 
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I do confesse the Yices of my blood. 
So justly to your Grave eares, lie present 
How I did thrive in this faire Ladies love. 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it OtbeOo. 

Otke. Her Father lov'd roe, oft invited me : 
Still questioned me the Storie of my life. 
From yeare to yeare : the Battaile, Sieges, Fortune, 
That I have past. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish daies. 
To th'very moment that he bad me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances : 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of haire-breadth scapes i' th'inmiinent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the Insolent Foe, 
And sold to slavery. Of my redemption thence. 
And portance in my Travellours historie. 
Wherein of Antars vast, and Desarts idle, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks, Hills, whose head touch heaven, 
It was my hint to speake. Such was my Processe, 
And of the Canibals that each others eate. 
The Antropophague^ and men whose heads 
Grew beneath their shoulders. These things to heare. 
Would Desdtmona seriously incline : 
But still the house Af&ires would draw her hence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 
She'l'd come againe, and with a greedie eare 
Devoure up my discourse. Which I observing, 
Tooke once a pliant houre, and (bund good meaoes 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate. 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 
But not instinctively : I did consent. 
And often did beguile her of her teares. 
When I did speake of some distressefiiU stroke 
vni. H 
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That my youth suHer'd : My Storie beiDg done. 

She gaye roe for my paines a worid of kisses : 

She swore in faith 'twas strange : 'twas passing strange, 

Twas pittifull : 'twas wondrous pittifiill. 

She wish'd she had not heard it, yet she wish'd 

That Heaven had made her such a man. She thank'd me. 

And bad me, if I had a Friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would wooe her. Upon this hint I spake. 

She Wd me for the dangers I had past. 

And I lov'd her, that she did pitty them. 

This onely is the witch-craft I have us'd. 

Here comes the Ladie : Let her witnesse it. 

Enter Desdemona^ ^^gOf Attendants, 

Duie. I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too. 
Good Brahantio, take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken Weapons rather use, 
Then their bare hands^ 

Bra, I pray you heare her speake I 

If she confesse that she was halfe the wooer, 
Destru^Hon on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Mistris, 
Do you perceive in all this Noble Companie, 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. ^ My NoUe Father, 

I do perceive heere a divided dntie. 
To you I am bound for life, and education ; 
My life and education both do leame me, 
How to respe^ you. You are the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter. But heere's my Husband ; 
And 80 much dutie, as my Mother shew'd 
To you, preferring you before her Father : 
So much I challenge, that I may professe 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 
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Bra, God be with you : I have done. 
Please it your Grace, on to the State Afiaires ; 
I had rather to adopt a Child, then get it. 
Come hither Moore ; 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keepe firom thee. For your sake (Jewell) 
I am glad at soule, I have no other Child, 
For thy escape would teach me Tirranie 
To hang clogges on them. I have done my Lord. 

Duke, Let me speake like your selfe : 
And lay a Sentence, 

Which as a grise, or step may helpe these Lovers. 
When remedies are past, the griefes are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourne a Mischeefe that is past and gon. 
Is the next way to draw new mischiefe on. 
What cannot be preserved, when Fortune takes : 
Patience, her Injury a mock'ry makes. 
The rob'd that smiles, steales something from the Thiefe, 
He robs himselfe, that spends a bootelesse griefe. 

Bra, So let the Turke of Cyprus us beguile, 
We loose it not so long as we can smile : 
He beares the Sentence well, that nothing beares, 
But the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
But he beares both the Sentence, and the sorrow. 
That to pay griefe, must of poore Patience borrow. 
These Sentences, to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being strong on both sides, are Equivocall. 
But words are words, I never yet did heare : 
That the bruized heart was pierc'd through the eares. 
I humbly beseech you proceed to th' Afiaires of State. 

Duke. The Turke with a most mighty PrepaiatioQ makes for 
Cyprus : Othello^ the Fortitude of the place is best knowne to you. 
And though we have there a Substitute of most allowed suf* 
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ficiencie; yet opinion, a more soveraigne Mistris of Effedb, 
throwes a more safer ydce on you : you must therefore be content 
to slubber the glosse of your new Fortunes, with this more stub^ 
borne, and boystrous expedition. 

Othe, The Tirant Custome, most Grave Senators^ 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice-dri?en bed of Downe. I do agnize 
A Natural! and prompt Alacartie, 
I finde in hardnesse : and do undertake 
This present Wanes against the Ottamitei. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit dispontion for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place, and Exhibition, 
With such Accommodation and besort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why at her Fathers ! 

Bra. I will not have it so. 

Otbe. Nor I. 

Des. Nor would I there recide. 

To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most Gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding, lend your prosperous eare. 
And let me finde a Charter in your voice 
T'assist my simplenesse. 

Duke. What would you Desdemona ? 

Des. That I love the Moore, to live with him. 
My downe-right violence, and storme of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's subdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 
I saw Othello* s visage in his mind, 
And to his Honours and his valiant parts. 
Did I my soule and Fortunes consecrate. 
So that (deere Lords) if I be left behind 
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the Warre, 
The Rites for why I love him, are bereft me : 
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And I a heavie interim shall support 

By his deere absence. Let me go with him. 

Othe. Let her have your voice. 
Vouch with me Heaven, I therefore beg it not 
To please the palJate of my Appetite : 
Nor to comply with heat the yong affeds 
In my defundb, and proper satisfaction. 
But to be free, and bounteous to her minde : 
And Heaven defend your good soules, that you thinke 
I will your serious and great businesse scant 
When she is with me. No, when light wing'd Toyet 
Of feather'd Cufid^ seele with wanton dulnesse 
My speculative, and offic'd Instrument : 
That my Disports corrupt, and taint my businesse : 
Let House-wives make a Sldllet of my Helmet 
And all indigne, and base adversities, 
Make head against my Estimation. 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going : th' Affaire cries hast : 
And speed must answer it. 

Sen, You must away to night. 

Otbe. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i'th'moming, here weeM meete againe. 
OtheUof leave some Officer behind 
And he shall our Commission bring to you : 
And such things else of qualitie and resped 
As doth import you. 

Oihe. So please yoor Grace, my Andeot, 

A man he is of honesty and trust : 
To his conveyance I assigne my wife, 
With what else needfuU, your good Grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so : 

Good night to every one. And Noble Signior, 
If vertue no delighted Beautie lacke, 
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Your Son-in-law is farre more Faire then Bkcke. 

Sen, Adieu brave Moore* use Dudemona welL 

Bra. Looke to her (Moore) if thou hast eies to see : 
She ha's deceiy'd her Father, and may thee. . Exit. 

Otbe. My life upon her faith. Honest lagOy 
My Desdemona must I lea?e to thee : 
I prythee let thy wife attend on her. 
And bring them after in the best advantage. 
Come Desdemona^ I have but an houre 
Of love, of wordly matter, and direction 
To spend with thee. We must obey the time. Exit. 

Rod. Jago. 

logo. What saist thou Noble heart? 

Rod. What will I do, think'st thou ? 

lago. Why go to bed and sleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my selfe. 

lago. If thou do'st, I shall never love thee after. Why thou 
silly Gentleman ? 

Rod. It is sillynesse to live, when to live is torment: and 
then have we a prescription to dye, when death is our Physitiom 

lago. Oh villanous : I have look'd iipon the world for foure 
rimes seven yeares, and since I could distinguish betwixt a Benefit, 
and an Injurie : I never found man that knew how to love himselfe. 
Ere I would say, I would drowne my selfe for the love of a 
Gynney Hen, I would change my Humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod, What should I do ? I confesse it is my shame to be so 
fond, but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lago. Vertue ? . A figge, 'tis in our selves, that we are thus, or 
thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which, our Wills are 
Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettels, or sowe Letrice : Set 
Hisope, and weede up Time: Supplie it with one gender of 
Hearbes, or distradl it with many : either to have it sterrill with 
idlenesse, or manured with Industiy, why the power, and Cor- 
rigeable authoririe of this lies in our Wills. If the braine of our 
lives had not one Scale of Reason, to poize another of Sensualirie, 
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the bloody and baaenesse of our Naturea would condudt ua to most 
prepoaterous Concluaioaa. But we have Reaaon to coole our 
raging Motionay our carnall Stings, or unbitted Luata : whereof 
I take thia, that you call Love, to be a Sed, or Scyen. 

RotL It cannot be. 

lago. It ia meerly a Lust of the blood, and a permlasbn of the 
will. Come, be a man : drowne thy aelfe ? Drown Cats, and 
blind Puppiea. I hare pcofest me thy Friend, and I confesse me 
knit to thy deaerving, with Cablea of perdurable toughnesse. I 
could never better steed thee then now. Put Money in thy 
purse: fellow thou the Warres, defeate thy favour, with an 
ttsurp'd Beard. I aay put Money in thy purse. It cannot be 
long that Desdgmona should continue her love to the Moore. Put 
Money in thy purse : nor he his to her. It was a violent Com- 
mencement in her, and thou shalt see an answerable sequestration, 
put but Money in thy purae. These Moores are changeable in 
their wila : fill thy purse with Money. The Food that to him 
now ia aa lushious aa Locusts, shalbe to him shortly, as bitter as 
Coloquintida. She muat change for youth : when she ia sated 
with his body she will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, 
put Money in thy purse. If thou wilt needs damne thy selfe, do 
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Money thou 
canst : If Sandtimonie, and a fraile vow, betwixt an erring Bar- 
barian, and super-subtle Venetian be not too hard for my wits, 
and all the Tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her : therefore make 
Money : a pox of drowning thy selfe, it is cleane out of the way*. 
Seeke thou rather to be hang'd in Compassing thy joy, then to be 
drown'd, and go without her. 

Rodo. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the issue ? 

logo. Thou art sure of me : Go make Money : I have told 
thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, I hate the Moore. 
My cause ia hearted; thine hath no lesse reason. Let ua 
be conjun^ve in our revenge, against him. If thou canst Cuck- 
old him, thou dost thy selfe a pleasure, me a sport There are 
many Eventa in the Wombe of Time, which wilbe delivered. 
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Traverse, go, provide thy Money. We will have more of this to 
morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meete i'th'momrag? 

lago. At my Lodging. 

Rod, lie be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go too, £urewelL Do you heare Rodorigo ? 

Rod, lie sell all my Land. ExU, 

logo. Thus do I ever make my Foole, my purse : 
For I mine owne gain'd knowledge should prophaoe 
If I would time expend with such Snipe, 
But for my Sport, and Profit : I hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He ha's done my Office. I know not if t be true. 
But I, for meere suspition m that kinde. 
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well. 
The better shall my purpose worke on him : 
CasMs a proper man : Let me see now. 
To get his Place, and to plume up my will 
In double Eoiavery. How ? How ? Let's see. 
After some time, to abuse Othello* s eares, 
That he is too familiar with his wife : 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose 
To be suspeded : fram'd to make women false. 
The Moore is of a free, and open Nature, 
That thinkes men honest, that but seeme to be so^ 
And will as tenderly be lead by'th'Nose 
As Asses are: 

I have't : it is engendred t Hell, and Night, 
Must bring this monstrous Birth, to the worlds light 

Adtu Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Montano^ and two Gentlemen, 

Mon. What from the Cape, can you disceme at Sea ? 
I Gent, Nothing at ail, it is a high wrought Flood : 
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I cannot 'twixt the Heaven, and the MamCy 
Descry a Saile. 

Mm. Me thinks^ the wind hath spdce aloud at Land» 
A fuller blast ne're shooke our Battlements : 
If it had ruffiand so upon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them. 
Can hold the Mordes. What shall we heare of this I 

2 A Segregation of the Turkish Fleet : 
For do but stand upon the Foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow seemes to pelt the Clowds, 

The winde-shak'd-Surge, with high and monstrous Maine 
Seemes to cast water on the Burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th'ever-fixed Pole : 
I never did like mollestation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Man. If that the Turkish Fleete 

Be not enshelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown'd. 
It is impossible to beare it out. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

5 Newes Laddes : our warres are done : 
The desperate Tempest hath so bang'd the Turkes, 
That their designement halts. A Noble ship of Venice, 
Hath seene a greevous wracke and sufferance 
On most of their Fleet 

Mon, How ? Is this true ? 

3 The ship is heere put in : A Verenneua^ Michael Caseip 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello^ 

Is come on Shore : the Moore himselfe at Sea, 
And is in full Commission heere for Cjfprus. 

Mon. I am glad on't : 
1^ a worthy Govemour. 

3 But this same Cassio^ though he speake of comfort. 
Touching the Turkish losse, yet he lookes sadly, 
And prayes the Moore be safe ; for they were parted 
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With fowle and violent Tempesu 

Mon, Pray Heavens he be : 

For I have seiVd him, and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea-side (hoa) 
As well to see the Vessell that's come in. 
As to throw-out our eyes for brave OtheUo^ 
Even till we make the Maine, and th'Eriall blew. 
An indistindt regard. 

Gent, Come, let's do so ; 

For every Mmute is expedancie 
Of more Arrivancie. 

Enter Castia. 

Cattu Thankes you, the valiant of the waHike Isle, 
That 80 approove the Moore : Oh let the Heavens 
Give him defence against the Elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mon, Is he well ship'd ? 

Castlo. His Barke is stoutly Timbered, and his Pylot 
Of verie expert, and approved Allowance ; 
Therefore my hope's (not surfetted to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

IVithin, A Saile, a Saile, a Saile. 

Caisio. What noise ? 

Gent. The Towne is empty ; on the brow o'th'Sea 
Stand rankes of People, and they cry, a Saile. 

Catsto^ My hopes do shape him for the Governor. 

Gent. They do discharge their Shot of Courtesie, 
Our Friends, at least. 

Casjio, 1 pray you Sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent, 1 shall. Exit. 

Mon, But good Lieutenant, is your Generall wiv'd I 

Ccuiio! Most fortunately : he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That paragons description, and wilde Fame : 
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One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning peas. 
And in th'essentiall Vesture of Creatioo, 
Do's tyre the Ingeniuer. 

Enier Gentlemaiu 

How now ? Who ha's put in ? 

Gent, Tis one lago^ Auncient to the General!. 

Cajiio. Ha's had most favourable, and happie speed : 
Tempests themselves, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The gutter'd-Rockes, and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors ensteep'd, to enclogge the guildesse Keele^ 
As having sence of Beautie, do omit 
Their mortail Natures, letting go safely by 
The Divine Desdemoruu 

Mon. What is she ? 

Casito. She that I spake of: 
Our great Captains Captaine, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago^ 
Whose footing heere anticipates our thoughts, 
A Senights speed. Great Jove, Othello guard, 
And swell his Saile with thine owne powrefixll breath. 
That he may blesse this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quicke pants in Desdemonaet Armes, 
Give rcnew'd fire to our exdn^led Spirits. 

Enter Detdemona^ logo^ Rodorigo^ and JEmsBa, 
Oh behold. 

The Riches of the Ship is come on shore : 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Haile to thee Ladie : and the grace of Heaven, 
Before, behinde thee, and on every band 
Enwheele thee round. 

Deu I thanke you. Valiant Cassia^ 

What tydings can you tell of my Lord ? 

Cos. He is not yet arrived, nor know I ought 
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But that he's well, and will be shortly heere. 

De*. Oh, but I feare : 
How lost you company ? 

Casiio. The great ContentioD of Sea, and Skies 
Parted our fellowship. But hearke, a Saile. 

Within. A Saile, a Saile. 

Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittadell : 
This likewise is a Friend. 

Cassio, See for the Newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome Mistris : 
Let it not gaule your patience (good /ago) 
That I extend my Manners. 'Tis my breeding. 
That gives me this bold shew of Curtesie. 

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lippes, 
As of her tongue she oft bestowes on me. 
You would have enough. 

De/. Alas : she ha's no speech. 

lago. Infaith too much : 

I finde it still, when I have leave to sleepe. 
Marry before your Ladyship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

JSmil. You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on : you are Fibres out of doore : 
Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens : Saints in 
your Injuries : Divels being offended : Players in your Huswiferie, 
and Huswives in your Beds. 

Dei. Oh, £e upon thee. Slanderer. 

lago. Nay, it is true : or else I am a Turke, 
You rise to play, and go to bed to worke. 

JEmii. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. No, let me not. 

Deide. What would'st write of me, if thou should'st praise 
me ? 

lago. Oh, gentle Lady, do not put me too't. 
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For I am nothmg, if not CriticalL 

Dei. Come on, aaeay. 

There's one gone to the Harbour ? 

/ago. I Madam« 

Dei. I am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how would'st thou praise me ? 

lago. I am about it, but indeed my invention comes from my 
pate, as Birdlyme do's from Freeze, it pluckes out Braines and all. 
But my Muse labours, and thus she is delivered. 
Ifihe hefcure^ and wiie : fturtnetie^ and wii^ 
The onei for uie^ the other uieth it, 

Dei. WeU prais'd : 
How if she be Blacke and Witty ? 

lago, Ifihe he blacke^ and thereto have a wit^ 
Sh^lejind a white^ that ihall her blackneiieju. 

Dei, Worse, and worse. 

JEmiL How ifFaire, and Foolish? 

lago. She never yet waifooliih that vaai faire^ 
For even her folly helpt her to an heire, 

Deide, These are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles laugh 
i'th' Alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her that's 
Foule, and Foolish. 

/ago. There I none lo foule andfooTtih thereunto^ 
But do* I foule prankiy which faire^ and wiie^onei do, 

Deide, Oh heavy ignorance : thou praisest the worst best. 
But what praise could 'st thou bestow on a deserving woman 
indeed ? One, that in the authority of her merit, did JHStly put 
on the vouch of very malice it selfe. 

logo. She that wai ever f aire ^ and never froud^ 
Had Tongue at will^ and yet wai never loud: 
Never lackt Gold^ and yet went never gay^ 
Fled from her wiih^ and yet laid nov) I may. 
She that being angred^ her revenge being nie^ 
Bad her wrong itay^ and her diipleaiure flie : 
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She that m wuedome never was eofrmle^ 
To change the Code^headfw the Sahnoni taile : 
She that could thmke^ and nev*r iSecloee her mind. 
See Smtort following^ and not looke behind: 
She was a wight, {if ever euch wightee were) 

Dee. To do what ? 

lago. To euckle Footet, and chromele ematt Beere, 

Desde, Oh most lame and impotent conclumoo. Do not 
kanie of him JEmillia, though he be thy husbandi How eay 
you {^Coitio) is he not a most prophane, and liberall Counaailor ? 

Caesio, He speakes home (Madam) you may rellish him 
more in the Souldier, then in the Scholler* 

/ago. He takes her by the palme: I, well said, whisper. 
With as little a web as this, will I ensnare as great a Fly as 
Caeeia. I smile upon her, do ; I will give thee in thine owne 
Courtship. You say true, 'tis so indeed. If such tricks as these 
strip you out of your Lieutenantrie, it had beene better you had 
not kiss'd your three fingers so oft, which now againe you 
are most apt to play the Sir, in. Very good: well kiss'd, 
excellent Curtsie: tis so indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to 
your lippes ? Would they were Cluster-pipes for your sake. 
The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

Castio. 'Tis tniely so. 

Dei. Let's meete him, and receive him. 

Caeeio. Loe, where he comes. 

Enter OtheBo, and Attendants 

0th. O, my fiiire Warriour. 

Det. My deere Othello. 

Othe. It gives me wonder great, as my content 
To see you heere before me. 
Oh my Soules Joy : 

If after every Tempest, come such Calmes, 
May the windes blow, till they have waken'd death : 
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And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck againe as low. 
As hell's from Heaven. If it were now to dye, 
*Twere now to be most happy. For I feare. 
My Soule hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this, 
Succeedes in unknowne Fate. 

Des. The Heavens forbid 
But that our Loves 
And Comforts should encrease 
Even as our dayes do grow. 

Othe, Amen to that (sweet Powers) 
I cannot speake enough of this content. 
It stoppes me heere : it is too much of joy. 
And this, and this the greatest discords be 
That ere our hearts shall make. 

lago. Oh you are well tunM now: But lie set downe the 
peggs that make this Musicke, as honest as I am. 

Othe. Come : let us to the Castle. 
Newes (Friends) our Wanes are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. 
How do's my old Acquaintance of this Isle ? 
(Hony) you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love among'st them. Oh my Sweet. 
I prattle out of fashion, and I doate 
In mine owne comforts. I prythee, good lago^ 
Go to the Bay, and disimbarke my CofiTers : 
Bring thou the Master to the Cittadell, 
He is a good one, and his worthynesse 
Do's challenge much respedt Come Desdemona^ 
Once more well met at Cjrprus. 

Exit Othello and Detdemona. 

lago. Do thou meet me presendy at the Harbour. Come 
thither, if thou be'st Valiant, (as they say base men being in 
Love, have then a Nobilitie in their Natures, more then is native 
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to them) list^me ; the Lieutenant to night watches on the Court 
of Guard. First, I must tell thee this : Desdenuma^ is diredly 
in loTe with him. 

Rod. With him ? Why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger thus : and let thy soule be instraded, 
Marke me with what violence she first lov'd the Moore, but for 
bragging, and telling her fantasticall lies. To lore him still for 
prating, let not thy discreet heart thinke it. Her eye must be 
fed. And what delight shall she have to looke on the divell ? 
When the Blood is made dull with the Ad of Sport, there 
should be a game to enflame it, and to give Satitty a fresh 
appetite. Lovelinesse in favour, simpathy in yeares. Manners, 
and Beauties: all which the Moore is defedive in. Now for 
want of these required Conveniences, her delicate tendemesse wil 
finde it selfe abus'd, begin to heave the, gorge, disrellish and 
abhorre the Moore, very Nature wil instruct her in it, and compell 
her to some second choice. Now Sir, this granted (as it is a 
most pregnant and unforc'd position) who stands so eminent in 
the degree of this Fortune, as Cassio do's : a knave very voluble : 
no further conscionable, then in putting on the meere forme of 
Civill, and Humaine seeming, for the better compasse of his salt, 
and most hidden loose AflFedlion ? Why none, why none : A 
slipper, and subtle knave, a finder of occasion : that he's an eye 
can stampe, and counterfeit Advantages, though true Advantage 
never present it selfe. A divelish knave : besides, the knave is 
handsome, young : and hath all those requisites in him, that 
folly and greene mindes looke after. A pestilent compleat knave, 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Rodo. I cannot beleeve that in her, she's full of most bless'd 
condition. 

lago. Bless'd figges-end. The Wine she drinkes is made of 
grapes. If shee had beene bless'd, shee would never have lov'd 
the Moore : Bless'd pudding. Didst thou not see her paddle 
with the palme of his hand ? Didst not marke that ? 

Rod^ Yes, that I.did : but that was but curtcsie. 
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logo, Leacherie by this hand : an Index, and obscure prologue 
to the History of Lust and foule Thoughts. They niet so 
neere with their lippes, that their breathes embrac'd together* 
Villanous thoughts Rodorigo^ when these mutabilities so marshall 
the way, hard at hand comes the Master, and maine exercise, 
th^ncorporate conclusion : Pish. But Sir, be you rul'd by me. 
I have brought you from Venice. Watch you to night: for 
the Command, He lay't upon you. Caiito knowes you not : He 
not be farre from you. Do you finde some occasion to anger 
CajiiOf either by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline, or 
from what other course you please, which the time shall more 
favorably minister. 

Roii. WelL 

/ago. Sir, he's rash, and very sodaine in Choller : and happely 
may strike at you, provoke him that he may : for even out of that 
will I cause these of Cyprus to Munity. Whose qualification 
shall come into no true taste againe, but by the displanting of 
Cassio, So shall you have a shorter journey to your desires, by 
the meanes I shall then have to preferre them. And the impedi- 
ment most profitably removed, without the which there were no 
expecflation of our prosperitie. 

Rodo, I will do this, if you can bring it to any opportunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meete me by and by at the Cittadell. 
I must fetch his Necessaries a Shore. Farewell. 

Rodo, Adieu. Exii, 

lago. That Castio loves her, I do well beleev't : 
That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great Credite. 
The Moore (how beit that I endure him not) 
Is of a constant, loving Noble Nature, 
And I dare thinke, he'le pfx>ve to Dtidemtma 
A most deere husband. Now I do love her too^ 
Not out of absolute Lust, (though peradventure 
I stand accomptant for as great a sin) 
But partely led to dyet my Revenge, 
For that I do susped the lustie Moore 

VIII. I 
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Hacb leap'd into my Seate. The thought whereof. 

Doth (like a poytonous Minerall) gnaw my Inwardet : 

And nothing can, or shall content my Soule 

Till I am eeren'd with him, wife, for wift. 

Or £iyling so, yet that I put the Moore, 

At least into a Jeabuzie so strong 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do^. 

If thi» poore Trash of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quicke hunting, stand the putting on, 

lie have our Michael Ctutio on the hip, 

Abuse him to the Moore, in the right gaibe 

(For I feare Casstowix^ my Night-Cape too) 

Make the Moore thanke me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregiously an Asse, 

And pradising upon his peace, and quiet^ 

Even to madnesse. 'Tis heere : but yet confiis'd, 

Knaveries plaine face, is never seene, till us'd« EkU, 
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Enter Othelhif^ Herald with a Proclamation, 

Herald. It is Othettde pleasure, our Noble and Valiant Generall. 
That upon certaine tydings now arriy'd, importing the meerc per- 
dition of the Turkish Fleete: every man put himselfe into 
Triumph. Some to daunce, some to make Bonfires, each man, 
to what Sport and Revels his addition leads him. For besides 
these beneficiall Newes, it is the celebration of his Nuptiall. So 
much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. All offices are 
open, & there is Rill libertie of Feastug from this present houre 
of ^"9^^ till the Bell have told eleven. Blesse the Isle of Cyprus, 
and our Noble Generall Othello. Exit. 
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Enter Othello^ Desdemona^ Cassto^ and Attendants . 

Othe, Good Michael^ looke you to the guard to nighti 
Let's teach our selves that Honourable ttop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cos, lago^ hath diredlion what to do. 
But notwithstanding with my personal! eye 
Will I looke to't. 

Othe. lago is most honest : 

Michael^ goodnight To morrow with your earliest. 
Let me have speech with you. Come my deere Love, 
The purchase made, the fruites are to ensue. 
That profit's yet to come 'tweene me, and you. 
Goodnight. 

Enter logo, 

Cas. Welcome lago: we must to the Watch. 

lago. Not this houre Lieutenant : 'tis not yet ten o*th'ck)cke. 
Our Generall cast us thus earely for the love of his Desdemtma : 
Who, let us not therefore blame ; he hath not yet made wanton 
the night with her : and she is sport for Jove, 

Cas. She's a most exquisite Lady. 

/ago. And He warrant her, full of Game. 

Car, Indeed shes a most fresh and delicate creature* 

/ago. What an eye she ha's ? 
Methinkes it sounds a parley to provocation. 

Cai. An inviting eye ; 
And yet me thinkes right modest. 

/ago. And when she speaket, 
Is it not an Alarum to Love ? 

Car, She is indeed perfedHon. 

/ago. Well : happinesse to their Sheetes. Come Lieutenant, 
I have a stope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus 
Gallants, that would faine have a measure to the health of blacke 
Otheilo. 

Car, Not to night, good /ago, I hive very poore, and up- 
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hatffie Bnaoa £ofr dnalldBg, 1 caald wdl with Cunak woold 
jpycot •otne other CoMcne of nitrfUiiii D rm , 

Isffo. Oh, they are o«r Frkodt : IxttooeCipy Ik drinfcc for joo* 

Cassia, I hare dnadbe but ooe Cop to n^^ and that wa» 
craftily qoalified too : aod behold what inoratioo it makes becre. 
I an iofoftiioate ia the iufb«ilj, aod dare oot taske wbj wvake> 
aesK with any more. 

la^o. What man? HTb a night of Rerds, the GaDaots 
deiire it. 

Cos. Where are thej ? 

lago. Heere, at the doore : I praj you call them in. 

Cos, lie do't, bot it dislikes me. Eaai, 

lago. If I can fasten bat one Cop upon him 
With that which he hath dmnke to night alieadie^ 
He^ be as fiiH iA Qoarrelly and o^ce 
As my yong Mistris dogge. 
Now my sicke Foole RodorigOf 
Whom Lore hath tuni'd almost the wrong side out. 
To Desdemona hath to night Carrows'd. 
Poutjonsy pottle-deepe ; and he's to watch. 
Three elte of Cyprus, Noble swelling Spirites, 
(That hold their Honours in a wary distance. 
The rery Elements of this Warrelike Isle) : 
Hare I to night fiuster'd with flowing Cups, 
And they Watch too. 
Now 'mongst this Flocke of drunkards 
Am I to put our Cassio in some AdHon 
That may offend the Isle. But here they come. 

Enter Cassio^ Montana^ and Gentleman 
If Consequence do but approre my dreanoey 
My Boate lailes fnely, both with winde and Streame. 

Cui, 'Fore hearen, they hare giren me a rowse already. 

Mtm, Good-faith a lide one: not past a pint, as I am a 
Souldicr. 
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lago. Some Wine hoa. 

jind let me the Cannakm cRnke, cRnke: 
And let me the Cannakm ctmke^ 
A Souldiert a man : Oh, mams Bfe^s hut a sfan^ 
Why then let a Souldier drinie* 

Some Wine Boyes. 

Cai. 'Fore Heaven : an excellent Song. 

lago, I learn'd it in England : where indeed they are roost 
potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine, and your Swag- 
belly'd Hollander, (drinke hoa) are nothing to your English* 

Caiilo, Is your Englishmen so exquisite in his drinking ? 

/ago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitiey your Dane dead 
drunke. He sweates not to overthrow your Almaine. He 
gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next Pottle can be fill'd. 

Cai, To the health of our GeneralL 

Mon» I am for it Lieutenant ; and He do you Justice. 

/ago. Oh sweet England. 

King Stephen wai amd^a worthy Peere^ 
Hit Breeches cost him hut a Crowne^ 
He held them Six fence ail to deere^ 
With that he caTd the Tailor Lowne: 
He was a wight of high Renowne^ 
And thou art hut of kw degree: 
*Tts Pride that pulls the Country downe^ 
And take thy awFd Cloake ahoui thee. 

Some Wine hoa. 

Cassio. Why this is a more exquisite Song then the other. 

lago. Will you heare't againe ? 

Cos. No : for I hold him to be unworthy of his Place, that 
do's those things. Well : heav'ns above all : and there be soules 
must be saved, and there be soules must not be saved. 

lago, It*8 true, good Lieutenant. 

Cos, For mine owne part, no offence to the Gcnerall, nor any 
man of qualitie : I hope to be saved. 
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lago. And so do I too Lieotenam. 

Cassio. I : (but by yoor leave) not before me. The 
Lieatenaiit if to be nved before the Andent. Let's hare no 
more of this : let's to oqt Affaires. Forgive us oar sinnes : 
Gentlemen let's looke to oar bosinesse. Do not thinke Gentlemen, 
I am dranke : this is my Andent, this is my right hand, and 
this is my left, I am not dnmke now : I can stand wdl enough, 
and I speake well enough. 

Geni. Excdlent welL 

Cos, Why very well then : yoo must not thinke dien, that I 
am drunke. ExiL 

MonUu To th'Platforme (Masters) come, let's set the Watch. 

lago. You see this Fellow, that is gone before, 
He's a Sottldier, fit to stand by C£*ary 
And give diredion. And do but see his vice, 
'Tis to his vertoe, a just Equinox, 
The one as long as th'other. 'Tis pittie of him : 
I fear the trust Othello put him in, 
On some odde time of his infirmitie 
Will shake this Island. 

MonU But is he often thus ? 

lago* 'Tis evermore his prologue to his deepe, 
He'le watch the Horologe a double Set, 
If Drinke rocke not his Ctadle. 

Mont, It were well 

The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he sees it not, or his good nature 
Prizes the veitue that appeares in Cauiog 
And lookes not on his evills : is not this tme ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

lago. How now RodorigoP 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mon. And 'tis great pitty, that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard such a Place, as his owne Second 
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With one of an ingraft Infirmities 
It were an honest Adlion, to sajr 00 
To the Moore. 

lago. Not ly for this faire Island, 

I do lore Catiio well : and would do nuch 
To cure htm of this etrilL But hearke, what noise ? 

Enter Caiilo purimng Rodorigo, 

Cai, You Rogue : you RascalL 

Mon. What's the matter Lieutenant ? 

Coj, A Knave teach me my dutie ? lie beate the Knafe into 
a Tvnggen-Bottle. 

Rod, Beate me ? 

Cat. Dost thou prate. Rogue ? 

Mom, I^ay, good Lieutennt : 

I pray you Sir, hold your hand. 

Caisio. Let me go (Sir) 

Or He knocke you o're the Muzard. 

Man. Come, come : you're dnmke. 

Cojiso, Drunke? 

lago. Away I say : go out and cry a Mutinie. 
Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen : 
Helpe hoa. Lieutenant. Sir MaaUmo: 
Helpe Masters. Heere's a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who's that which rings the Bell : Diablo, hoa : 
The Towne will rise. Fie, fie Lieutenant, 
You'le be asham'd for ever. 

Enfer Othello^ and Attendants. 

Otbe. What is the matter heere \ 

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to th'death. He diet. 

Otbe. Hold for your lives. 

lag. Hold hoa : Lieutenant, Sir MotUant^ Gentlemen : 
Have you forgot all place of sense and dutie ? 
Hold. The Generall speaks to you : hold for shame. 
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Otte. Wbj htnr DOW hoa? Ffon viwwe amsih dwi 
rift w€ tvn'd XBiiccs ? and to cmifcs do tlyit 
Wbich HeafCD liadi forbid die Ottmmtta 
rOf dififlm rfuoiCy pot of dui DafuonMis Brawie : 
He diat fdn next, to carve for hkown rage. 
Holds hit toole fight : He <fiet iqioo his Ifedoo. 
Siksce diat dreadfon Bell, it fn^ die Ue^ 
F rom her propncty. What is the matter^ BAatten ? 
Hooest /ago that locAes dead with gieering, 
Speake : who began this ? Co thy love 1 charge thee ? 

/fl^« I do not know : Friends aH, bat now, cwcn now. 
In Quarter, and in termes like Bride, and Groome 
Devesting them for Bed : and then, but now : 
(As if some Planet had uiwitted men) 
Swords oat, and tilting one at otberi breastes^ 
In oppoiitioa bloody. I cannot speake 
Any begining to tl^ peevish oddes. 
And would, b Adion glorious, I had k)st 
Those leggesy that broaght me to a part of it. 

Otbe, How comes it (Afichaeil) yoa are thus fbigot ? 

CiU, I pray yoa pardon me, I cannot ipeake. 

Oibe. Worthy Montano^ yoa were wont to be dvill : 
The gravitie, and stillnesse of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wisest Censure. What's the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello^ I am hurt to danger. 
Your OfHcer lagOf can infbrme you. 
While I spore speech which something now offends me. 
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought 
By me, that's said, or done amisse this night, 
Unlesse lelfe-pharitie be sometimes a vice, 
And to defend our lelves, it be a sinne 
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Wheo violence assailes us. 

Otbe, Now by Heaven, 

My blood begins my safer Guides to rule, 
And passion (having my best judgement collied) 
Assaies to leade the way. If I once stir, 
Or do but lift this Arme, the best of you 
Shall sinke in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foule Rout began : Who set it on, 
And he that is approved in this ofience. 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth. 
Shall loose me. What in a Towne of warre. 
Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim-full of feare. 
To Manage private, and domesticke Quarrell ? 
In night, and on the Court and Guard of safetie ? 
'Tis monstrous : lago^ who began't ? 

Mon, If partially Affin'd, or league in office. 
Thou dost deliver more, or lesse then Truth* 
Thou art no Souldier. 

li^. Touch me not so neere, 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Then it should do offence to Mkbaell Caiiio, 
Yet I perswade my selfe, to speake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generdl r 
MoiUano and my selfe being in speech. 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for helpe. 
And Coiiio following him with determin'd Sword 
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman, 
Steppes in to Casslo^ and entreats his pause : 
My selfe, the crying Fellow did pursue. 
Least by his clamour (as it so fell out) 
The Towne might fall in firight. He, (swift of foole) 
Out-ran my purpose : and I returned then rather 
For that I heard the clinke, and fall of Swords, 
And Cassio high m oath : Which till to night 
I nere might say before. When I came backe 
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(For this was briefe) I fbuod them dote together 

At blowy and thnut, eren as agabe they were 

Wheo yoa your aelfe did part them. 

Moreof thii matter cannot I report. 

But Men are Men : The best aometimes forget. 

Though Carito did some little wrong to him. 

As men in rage strike those that wish them best. 

Yet sorely CaiiiOf I beleeve receir'd 

From him that fled, some itrange Indignities 

Which patience could not passe. 

O^he, I know logo 

Thy honestie, and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Caiiio : CaiiiOf I love thee. 
But never more be Officer of mine. 

Enter Desdemona aHemded. 
Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 
He make thee an example. 

Dei, What is the matter (Deere ?) 

Ofie. All's weU, Sweeting : 

Come away to bed. Sir for your hurts. 
My selfe will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
lagOf looke with care about the Towne, 
And nlence those whom this vil'd brawle distraded. 
Come Desdemona^ 'tis the Soldier's life. 
To have their Balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. Et^t, 

lago. What are you hurt Lieutenant ? 

Cat, I, past all Surgery* 

lago. Marry Heaven forbid. 

Cas. Reputation, Reputation, Reputations Oh I have lost my 
Reputation. I have lost the immortall part of myselfe, and what 
remaines is bestiall. My Reputation, lago^ my R^utation. 

lago. As I am an honest man I had thought you had received 
some bodily wound ; there is more sence in that then in Reputa- 
tion. Reputation is an idle, and most false imposition ^ oft got 
without merit, and lost without deserving. You have lost no 
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Rq)utation at all, imieMe you rqmte your selfe such a loooer. 
What roan, there are more wayet to recorer the General! againe. 
You are but now cast in his iiioode« (a punishment more 10 
policie, then in malice) even so as one would beate his o£Rmce- 
lesse dogge, to affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to him againe, 
and he's yours. 

Cos. I will rather sue to be despis'd, then to deceive so good 
a Commander^ with so slight, so drunken, and so indiscreeet an 
Officer. Drunke? And speake Parrat? And Squabble? 
Swagger ? Sweare ? And discourae Fustian with ones owne 
shadow ? Oh thou invisible spirit of Wine, if thou hast no name 
to be knowne by, let us call thee Divell. 

logo. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword? What 
had he done to you ? 

Cat. I know not. 

lago, Is*t possible ? 

Cos, I remember a masse of things, but nothing distindly : a 
Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that men should put an 
Enemie in their mouthes, to steale away their Braines ? that we 
should with joy, pleasance, revell and applause, transforme our 
selves into Beasts. 

lago. Why ? But you are now well enough : how came you 
thus recovered ? 

Cai. It hath pleas'd the divell drunkennesse, to give place to 
the divell wrath, one unperfedtnessc;, shewes me another to make 
me frankly despise my selfe. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a Moraller. As the Time, 
the Place, & the Condition of this Country stands I could haitily 
wish this had not befalne : but since it is, as it is, mend it for your 
owne good. 

Ccu. I will aske him for my Place tgaine, he shall teU me, I 
am a drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra^ such an answer 
would stop them all. To be now a sensible man, by and by a 
Foole, and presently a Beast. Oh strange 1 Every mordinate 
cup is unblessed, and the Ingredient is a divelL 
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logo* Come, come : good wine, it a good hm&u Cfrsttnrc, if 
it be well iit^d ; ezckmne oo more j^aoet it. And good Lieo- 
Censmt, I tbtake^ yoo thinke I lore 3^00. 

Casno. I hafe well approred it. Sir. I dnmke ? 

logo, YoBy or any man liiingy maybe dnmke at a time man. I 
tell yoo what yoo fball do : Onr General's Wife, is now die 
GenendL I may say so, b this resped, fer that he bath defoted, 
and given iq> himselfe to the Cootempbdon, marke : and denote^ 
roeot of her parts and Graces. Confesse your selfe freely to her : 
Inqioitune her helpe to put yoo b your j^ce againe. She is of so 
free, so ksnde, so apt, so blessed a di^wntioo, she holds it a Tice 
10 her goodnesse, not to do more then she is requested. This 
broken joynt betweene yoo, and her husband, entreat her to 
^inter. And my Fortunes against any lay worth naming, this 
cracke of your Lore, shall grow stronger, then it was before. 

Coisio, You adrise me well. 

Jago, I protest in the sinceritie of Lore, and honest kindnesse. 

Casm, I thinke it freely : and betimes b the morning, I wifl 
beseech the vertuous Desdanona to undertake for me: I am 
desperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Iago» You are in the right : good night Lieutenant, I must to 
the Watch. 

Cassto, Good night, honest lago. Exit Ctush, 

lago. And what's he then. 
That saies I play the Villaine ? 
When this advise is free I give, and honest, 
Proball to thinking, and indeed the course 
To win the Moore againe. 
For *tis most easie 
Th'inclyning Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest Suite. She's fraro'd as fruitefull 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moore, were to renownce his Baptisme, 
All Seales, and Sirobols of redeemed sin : 
His soule is so enfetter'd to her Love, 
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That she may make, unmake, do what «he list. 

Even as her Appetite shall play the God, 

With his weake Function. How am I then a Villaine, 

To Counsell Cojiio to this paralell course, 

Diredtly to his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

When divels will the blackest sinnes put on. 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shewes, 

As I do now. For whiles this honest Foole 

Plies DesiUmonay to repaire his Fortune, 

And she for him, pleades strongly to the Moore, 

He powre this pestilence into his eare : 

That she repeales him, for her bodies Lust, 

And by how much she strives to do him good. 

She shall undo her Credite with the Moore. 

So will I tume her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnesse nuke the Net, 

That shall en-mash them all. 

How now Rodorigo ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Rodorigo. I do follow heere in the Chace, not like a Hoand 
that hunts, but one that filles up the Crie. My Money is almost 
spent ; I have bin to night exceedingly well Cudgell'd : And I 
thinke the issue will bee, I shall have so much experience for my 
paines ; And so, with no money at all, and a litde more Wit, 
retume againe to Venice. 

lago. How poore are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heale but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st we worke by Wit, and not by Witchcraft, 
And Wit depends on dilatory time : 
Dos't not go well ? Catsio hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that small hurt hath casheer'd Casm : 
Though other things grow faire against the Sun, 
Yet Fruites that blossome first, will first be ripe : 
Content thy selfi?, a-while. Introth 'tis Morning ; 
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Pleasure, and Adion, make the hoaret seeme ihort 

Retire thee, go where thoa art Billited : 

Away, I say, diou shalt know more fieereafter : 

Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo, 

Two things are to be done : 

My Wife must move for Castw to her Mistris : 

He set her on my selfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart. 

And bring him jumpe, when he may Caino finde 

Soliciting his wife : I, that's the way : 

Dull not Device, by coldnesse, and delay. Emi, 
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Enter Caisiof Musitianiy and Ckwne, 

Canto. Masters, play heere, I will content your paines. Some- 
thing that's briefe : and bid, goodmorrow General. 

Clo. Why Masters, have your Instruments bin in Naples, that 
they speake i'th'Nose thus ? 

Mui. How Sir ? how ? 

Ch. Are these I pray you, winde Instruments ? 

Miu. I marry are they sir. 

Cio. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

Mui, Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clow. Marry sir, by many a winde Instrument that I know. 
But Masters, heere's money for you : and the Generall so likes 
your Music k, that he desires you for loves sake to make no more 
noise with it. 

Mut. Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any Musicke that may not be heard, too't 
againe. But (as they say) to heare Musicke, the Generall do's 
not gready care. 

Mui. We have none such, sir. 
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Clow, Then put up your Pipes in jour bagge, for Ik away. 
Go, vanish into ayre, away. Ekii Mu* 

Casiio, Dost thou heare me, mine honest Friend ? 

Clo. No, I heare not your honest Friend : 
I heare you. 

Casiio, Prythee keepe up thy Quillets, ther's a poore peece of 
Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the General! be 
stirring, tell her, there's one Coiiio entreats her a little hyour of 
Speech. Wilt thou do this ? 

Cio, She is stirring sir : if she will stirre hither, I shall seeme 
to noti£e unto her. ExU Clo. 

Enter I ago. 
In happy time, lago. 

lago. You have not bm a-bed then ? 

Castio. Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 
I haye made bold {lago) to send in to your wife : 
My suite to her is, that she will to vertuous Desdenuma 
Procure me some accesse. 

lago. He send her to you presently : 

And He deyise a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your converse and businesse 
May be more free. Exii. 

Catiio, I humbly thanke you fbr^t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kinde, and honest. 

Enier JEmiRa* 

JEmiL Goodmorrow (good Lieutenant) I am sorrie 
For your displeasure : but all will sure be well. 
The General! and his wife are talking of it. 
And she speakes for you stoutly. The Moore repUet, 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinide : and that in wholsome wiaedome 
He might not but refuse you. But he protests he loves you 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings 
To bring you in againe. 
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Catsio. Yet I beseech you, 

If jovL thinke fit, or that it may be done. 
Give me advantage of some breefe discourse 
With Desdenum alone. 

JErniL Pray you come in : 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speake your bosome freely. 

Caiiio, I am much bound to you. 

Scana Secunda. 



Enter Othello^ lago^ and Gentlemen, 

Oihe. These Letters give {lago) to the Pylot, 
And by him do my duties to the Senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the Workes, 
Repaire there to mee. 

/ago. Well, my good Lord, He doo't. 

0th. This Fortification (Gentlemen) shall we see't? 

Gent, Well waite upon your Lordship. Exeunt. 

Scasna Tertia. 

Enter Dejdemona^ Caiiio^ and JEmiSa, 

Dei, Be thou assur'd (good Castio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe* 

JEmll, Good Madam do : 

I warrant it greeves my Husband, 
As if the cause were his. 

Des. Oh that's an honest Fellow, Do not doubt Canto 
But I will have my Lord, and you againe 
As friendly as you were. 

Cauio. Bounteous Madam, 
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What ever shall become of Michael Cassio^ 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. 

Des. I know't : I thanke you : you do love my Lord : 
You have knowne him long, and be you well assured 
He shall in strangenesse stand no farther off. 
Then in a politique distance. 

Coisio. I, but Lady, 

That policie may either last so long, 
Or feede upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breede it selfe so out of Circumstances, 
That I being absent, and my place supply'd, 
My Generall will forget my Love, and Service. 

Dei. Do not doubt that : before JEmWta here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. Assure thee. 
If I do vow a friendship, He pcrforme it 
To the last Article. My Lord shall never rest. 
He watch him tame, and talke him out of patience ; 
His Bed shall seeme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, 
He intermingle every thing he do's 
With CtusWt suite : Therefore be merry Catslo^ 
For thy Solicitor shall rather dye. 
Then give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello^ and lago. 

JEmli. Madam, heere comes my Lord. 
Catiio. Madam, He take my leave. 
Dei. Why stay, and heare me speake. 
Cassio. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine owne purposes. 

Des, Well, do your discretion. Exit Cassio. 

I ago. Hah \ I like not that. 

OtheU What dost thou say ? 

lago. Nothing my Lord ; or if — I know not what. 

OibeU Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ? 

lago, Cassio my Lord ? No sure, I cannot thinke it 

VIII. K 
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That he would steale away so guiky-like. 
Seeing your comining. 

0/h. I do bdeeye 'twas hcw 

Dei, How DOW my Lord? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A nnan that languishes in your di^leasuie. 

Oih, Who is*t you meane ? 

Dei, Why your Lieutenant Cariio : Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to nK)ve you, 
' His present reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truly lores you. 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgement in an honest &ce. 
I prythee call him backe» 

OtL Went he hence now ? 

Dei, I sooth ; so humbled, 
That he hath left part of his greefe with mee 
To suffer with him. Good Love, call him backe, 

Otbel, Not now (sweet Desdemon) some other time. 

Dei. But shall't be shortly ? 

Oih, The sooner (Sweet) for you. 

Dei, Shall't be to night, at Supper? 

0th, No, not to night. 

Dei, To morrow Dinner then ? 

0th, I shall not dine at home : 

I meete the Captaines at the Ckudell. 

Dei, Why then to morrow night, oo Tuesday mome. 
On Tuesday noone, or night ; on Wensday Mome. 
I prythee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes. Infaith hee's penitent : 
And yet his Trespasse, in our common reason 
(Save that they say the wanres must make example) 
Out of her best, is not almost a fault 
T'encurre a private checke. When shall he come ? 
Tell me Othello, I wonder in my Soule 



sc. in. the Moore of Venice. 147 

What you would aske me, that I should deny. 

Or stand so mam'rin^ on ? What I Michael Ctuito^ 

That came a woing with you ? and so many a time 

(When I have cpoke of you dispraisingly) 

Hath tane your part, to have so much to do 

To brin^ him in ? Trust me, I could do much. 

Otb. Prythee no more : Let him come when he will : 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Dei. Why, this is not a Boone : 

'Tis as I should entreate you weare your Gloves, 
Or feede on nourishing dishes, or keepe you warme. 
Or sue to you, to do a peculiar profit 
To your owne person. Nay, when I have a suite 
Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed. 
It shall be full of poize, and difficult waight, 
And fearefuU to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my selfe. 

Des, Shall I deny you ? No : farewell my Lord. 

0th, Farewell my DesJemona^ lie come to thee strait 

Des. MmlBa come ; be as your Fancies teach you : 
What ere you be, I am obedient. Exit. 

0th, Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do love thee : and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come againe. 

/ago. My Noble Lord. 

0th, What dost thou say, lago P 

lago. Did Michaei Cassio 

When he woo'd my Lady, know of your love ? 

0th, He did, from first to last : 
Why dost thou askc ? 

lago. But for a satisfadtion of my Thought, 
No further harme. 

0th. Why of thy thought, lago ? 
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Iji^m* jkw L.jrz^ 3ir n^nc i. 

Ce^ Wjac irrx dMUL ramkcf 

C^?. Timk^, my L«3ni : -^ a, sue 
Ai if dierc T?r? iame Brfcixaer n zty aoueiic 
Too hxdiecas to be loevne. Then 
I heard ±ee bv ffvgi 3flw. rhoii ik'^ see 
When Ctx/xao ien srv^ w*xe. Wz2 .aiiif z aoc iike : 
Aiul vhen I jctd thes, he V3s ic irr Gsoxxbuc 
Of my whcie coone of wocing : dacu ir»f x, Lnieed: : 
And dkSd'jt ccccTbr. xui 3iine ±t hrov ageciery 
As if thca thes hadd^jc ihut ic fa dxr Brazse 
Some hcrri>fe Gxice». If ±ca «2c'it Love aie» 
Shew me thy chocght. 

/g^. My Lord, you kzov I lore too. 

6ii6. I thizie tboB do tt 

And for I know thoc'rt fJl of Lore, and Hocrsbe, 
And weigh'sc thv words before tfaoa gxr s tbem bre ad h. 
Therefore the«e stops of thine, fright me the more : 
For such things in a U\9t disIojaU Kcare 
Are trickes of Custome : but in a man that's just. 
They're close dilations, working from the heart. 
That Passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Micbaei Cassio^ 

I darr Ijc swome, I thinkc that he is honest. 

(Jth. I thinkc so too. 

Jfi)(ff, Men should be what they seeme. 

Or those that be not, would they might seeme none. 
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Otb, Certaine, men should be what they seeme. 

lago. Why then I thinke CaiMi an honest man. 

Oih, Nay, yet there's more in this ? 
I prythee speake to me, as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

/ago. Good my Lord pardon me, 

Though I am bound to every A6te of dutie, 
I am not bound to that : All Slaves are free : 
Utter my Thoughts ? Why say, they are vild, and falce ? 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha's that breast so pore. 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehensions 
Keepe Leetes and Law-dayes, and in Sessions sit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

0/h. Thou do'st conspire against thy Friend (logo) 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his eare 
A stranger to thy Thoughts. 

/ago, I do beseech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guesse 
(As I confesse it is my Natures plague 
To spy into Abuses, and of my jealousie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wisedome 
From one, that so imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your selfe a trouble 
Out of his scattering, and unsure observance: 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my Manhood, Honesty, and Wisedome, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost thou meane ? 

lago. Good name in Man, & woman (deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate Jewell of their Soules ; 
Who steales my purse, steales trash : 
'Tis something, nothing ; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has bin slave to thousands : 
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But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him» 

And makes me poore indeed. 

OtL He know thy Thoughts. 

lago. You cannoty if my heart were in your hand. 

Nor shall not, whil'st 'tis in my custodie. 
Otb. Ha? 
lago^ Oh, beware my Lord, of jealousie. 

It is the greene-ey'd Monster, which doth mocke 

The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold Uyes in bKsse, 

Who certaine of his Fate, loTes not his wronger : 

But oh, what damned minutes tek be ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; Su^^s, yet soundly kives ? 
Otb, O miserie. 
lago, Poore, and Content, is rich, and ridi enough. 

But Riches finelesse, is as poore as Winter, 

To him that ever feares he shall be poore : 

Good Heaven, the 8oule8 of all my Tribe defend 

From Jealousie. 

Oib. Why ? why is this ? 

Think'st thou, I'ld make a Life of Jealousie ; 

To follow still the changes of the Moone 

With fresh suspitions I Mo : to be once in doubt. 

Is to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a Goat, 

When I shall tume the businesse of my Soule 

To such exufflicate, and blow'd Surmises^ 

Matching thy inference* 'TIS not to make me Jealious, 

To say my wife is laire, feeds wdl, loves company. 

Is fipee of Speech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 

Where Vertue is, these are more vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 

The smallest feare, or doubt of her revolt. 

For she had eyes, and chose me. No lago^ 

lie see before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this^ 
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Away at once with Lofc, or Jealoosie. 

liu I Bxa glad of this : For now I shall have reason 
To shew the Love and Duty that I beare you 
With franker spirit. Therefore (as I am bound) 
Receive it from me. 1 speake not yet of proofe : 
Looke to your wife, observe her well with Cauto^ 
Weare your eyes, thus : not Jealious, nor Secure : 
I would not have your firee, and Noble Nature, 
Out of selfe- Bounty, be abus'd : Looke too't : 
I know our Country disposition well : 
In Venice, they do let Heaven see the prankes 
They dare not shew their Husbands. 
Their best Conscience, 
Is not to leave't undone, but kept unknowne. 

Oih. Dost thou say so ? 

la^o. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when she seem'd to shake, and feare your lookes. 
She lov'd them most. % 

Oih. And so she did. 

la^o. Why go too then : 

Shee that so young could give out such a Seeming 
To seele her Fathers eyes up, close as Oake, 
He thought 'twas. WitchcrafL 
But I am much too blame : 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

Oih, I am bound to thee for ever. 

lago, I see this hath a little dash'd your Spirits : 

Oth, Not a jot, not a jot. 

la^o. Trust roe, I feare it has : 

I hope you will consider what is ^ke 
Comes from your Love. 
But I do see y'are moov*d : 
I am to pray you not, to straine my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach, 
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Then to Suspition. 

OtL I will not. 

lagtK Should you do so (my Lord) 

My speech should bXi into such vilde successes 
Which my Thoughts aym'd not. 
Casntfs my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I see y'are naov'd. 

OtL Noy not much mov'd : 

I do not thinke but Detdemmui^t honest, 

lago. Long live she so ; 
And long live you to thinke so. 

0th. And yet how Nature erring from it selfe. 

lago, I, there's the point : 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affeA many proposed Matches 
Of her owne CHmey Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we see in all things, Nature tends : 
Foh, one may smel in such, a will most ranke, 
Foule disproportions. Thoughts unnatural!. 
But (pardon me) I do not in position 
Distinctly speake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement. 
May fal to match you with her Country formes. 
And happily repent. 

OtL Farewell, farewell : 

If oiore thou dost perceive, let me know more : 
Set 00 thy wife to observe. 
Leave me logo. 

logo. My Lord, I take my leave. 

Otbel. Why did I marry > 
This honest Creature (doubtlesse) 
Sees, and knowes nK)re, much noore then he unfolds. 

lago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honor 
To scan this thing no farther: Leave it to time. 
Although 'tis fit that CcuiIq have his Place ; 
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For sure he filles it up with great Ability ; 
Yet if you please, to him off a- while : 
You shall by that perceive him, and his meanes : 
Note if your Lady straine his Entertainment 
With any strong, or vehement importunitie, 
Much will be seene in that : In the meane time. 
Let me be thought too busie in my feares, 
(As worthy cause I have to feare I am) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your Honor. 

OiL Feare not my government. 

/ago, I once more take my leave. £xh, 

0th, This Fellow's of exceeding honesty, 
And knowes all Quantities with a leam'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do prove her Haggard, 
Though that her Jesses were my deere heart-strings, 
rid whistle her off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke. 
And have not those soft parts of Conversation 
That Chamberers have : Or for I am declined 
Into the vale of ycares (yet that's not much) 
Shee's gone. I am abus'd, and my releefe 
Must be to loath her. Oh Curse of Marriage ! 
That we can call these delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ? I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a Dungeon, 
Then keepc a comer in the thing I love 
For others uses. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogauv'd are they lesse then the Base, 
'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death : 
Even then, this forked plague is Fated to us. 
When we do quicken. Looke where she comes: 

Enter Desdemona and JEmiGa, 
If she be false. Heaven mock'd it selfe : 
He not beleeve't. 

Dei. How now, my deere Othello ? 
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Your dinnery and the generouB Islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Otb, I am too blame. 

Dei. Why do you speake so faintly ? 

Are you not well ? 

OtL I have a paine upon my Forehead, heere. 

Dei. Why that's with watching, 'twill away againe. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

0th, Your Napkin is too little: 

Let it alone : Come, He go in with you. Exit, 

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well 

JEmll, I am glad I have found this Napkin : 
This was her first remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steale it. But she so loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, she should ever keepe it) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kisse, and talke too. He have the worke tane out. 
And giv't lago : what he will do with it 
Heaven knowes, not I : 
I nothing, but to please his Fantasie. 

Enter lago, 

lago. How now ? What do you heere alone i 

MmiL Do not you chide : I have a thing for you. 

lago. You have a thing for me ? 
It is a common thing 

JEmU, Hah? 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

JEmll, Oh, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same Handkerchiefe. 

lago. What Handkerchiefe ? 

JEmll What Handkerchiefe ? 
Why that the Moore first gave to Desdanona^ 



fc ni. the Moore of Venice. 155 

That which so often you did bid me steale. 

logo. Hast stobe it fix)m her ? 

JEtfuL No : but she let it drop by negligeuce. 
And to disadvantage, I being heere, took't up : 
Looke, heere 'tis. 

lago, A good wench, give it me. 

JEmii. What will you do with't, that you have bene so earnest 
to have me filch it ? 

lago. Why, what is that to you ? 

JErml. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Giv^t me againe. Poore Lady, shee'l run mad 
When she shall lacke it. 

lago. Be not acknowne on't : 

I have use for it. Go, leave roe. Exit JEnul, 

I will in Cass'vis Lodging loose this Napkin, 
And let him finde it. Trifles light as ayre, 
Are to the jealious, confirmations strong. 
As proofes of holy Writ. This may do something. 
The Moore already changes with my poyson : 
Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poysons, 
Which at the first are scarse found to distaste : 
But with a little a^e upon the blood, 
Bume like the Mines of Sulphure. I did say so. 

Enter Othello. 
Looke where he comes : Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowsie Syrrups of the world 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweete sleepe 
Which thou owd'st yesterday. 

0th. Ha, ha, false to mee ? 

le^o. Why how now Generall ? No more of that 

0th. Avant, be gone : Thou hast set nie on the Racke : 
I sweare 'tis better to be much abus'd. 
Then but to know't a little. 

lago. How now, my Lord ? 

0th. What sense had I, in her stolne houres of Lust ? 
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I saw't noty thought it pot : it harm'd not me : 

I slept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merrie. 

I found not CasM* kisses on her Lippes : 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolne. 

Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago, I am sorry to heare this f 

0th, I had beene happy, if the generall Campe, 
Pyoners and all, had tasted her sweet Body, 
So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, for ever 
Fatewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content ; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres, 
That makes Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewell, 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the shrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-stirring Drum, th'Eare-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Banner, and all Qualitie, 
Pride, Pompe, and Circumstance of glorious Warre : 
And O you mortall Engines, whose rude throates 
Th'immortall Joves dread Clamours, counterfet. 
Farewell : Othello^s Occupation's gone. 

lago, Is't possible my Lord ? 

0th. Villaine, be sure thou prove my Love a Whore ; 
Be sure of it : Give me the Occular proofe. 
Or by the worth of mine etemall Soule, 
Thou had'st bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Then answer my wak'd wrath. 

lago, Is't come to this ? 

0th. Make me to see't : or (at the least) so prove it. 
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe upon thy life. 

lago. My Noble Lord. 

0th, If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : Abandon all remorse : 
On Horrors head. Horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make Heaven weepe, all Earth amaz'd ; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation addc. 
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Greater then that 

lago. O Grace ! O Heaven foi^ve me ! 

Are you a Man ? Have you a Scale ? or Sense ? 
God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole, 
That lov'st to make thine Honesty, a Vice ! 
Oh monstrous world ! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. 
I thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
He love no Friend, sith Love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay stay : thou should'st be honest. 

lago. I should be wise ; for Honestie's a Foole, 
And looses that it workes for. 

Otb. By the World, 

I thinke my Wife be honest, and thinke she is not : 
I thinke that thou art just, and thinke thou art not : 
He have some proofe. My name that was as firesh 
As Dtam Visage, is now begrim'd and blacke 
As mine owne ^ce. If there be Cords, or Knives, 
Poyson, or Fire, or suffocating streames. 
He not indure it. Would I were satisfied. 

lago, I see you are eaten up with Passion : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 

0th. Would ? Nay, and I will. 

lago. And may : but how ? How satisfied, my Lord ? 
Would you the super-vision grossely gape on ? 
Behold her top'd ? 

0th. Death, and damnation. Oh ! 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I thinke. 
To bring them to that Prospect : Damne them then* 
If ever mortall eyes do see them boulster 
More then their owne. What then ? How then ? 
What shall I say ? Where's Satisfaction ? 
It is impossible you should see this, 
Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, 
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As salt as Wolves in pride, and Fooles as grosse 
As Ignorance, made drunke. But yet, I say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, 
Which leade diredtly to the doore of Truth, 
Will give you satisfadHon, you might have't. 
0th, Give me a Hving reason she's disloyalL 
lago, I do not like the Office. 
But sith I am entred in this cause so farre 
(Prick'd too't by foolish Honesty, and Love) 
I will go on. I lay with Casslo lately. 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleepe. There are a kinde of men, 
So loose of Soule, that in their sleepes will mutter 
Their Affayres : one of this kinde is Coisio : 
In sleepe I heard him say, sweet Desdemoma^ 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 
Cry, oh sweet Creature : then kisse me hard. 
As if he pluckt up kisses by the rootes. 
That grew upon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And sigh, and kisse, and then cry cursed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moore. 

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

lago. Nay, this. was but his Dreame. 
0th, But this denoted a fore-gone conclusion, 
'Tis a shrew 'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame. 

lago. And this may helpe to thicken other proofes. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th, He teare her all to peeces. 

lago. Nay yet be wise ; yet we see nothing done. 
She may be honest yet : Tell me but this. 
Have you not sometimes seene a Handkerchiefe 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wives hand ? 
0th. I gave her such a one : 'twas my first gift. 
lago, I know not that : but such a Handkerchiefe 
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(I am sure it was your wives) did I to day 
See Caisio wipe his Beard with. 

0th. If it be that. 

lago. If it be that, or any, it was hers. 
It speakes against her with the other proofes. 

OlheL O that the Slave had forty thousand lives : 
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge. 
Now do I see 'tis true. Looke heere lago^ 
AU my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone. 
Arise blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell bosome with thy fraught. 
For 'tis of Aspickes tongues. 

lago. Yet be content. 

Otb. Oh blood, blood, blood. 

lago. Patience I say : your minde may change. 

Otb. Never lago. Like to the Ponticke Sea, 
Whose Icie Current, and compulsive course, 
Nev'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the Proponticke, and the Hellespont : 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev'r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till that a capeable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Saci'ed vow, 
I heere engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet : 

Witnesse you ever-burning Lights above. 
You Elements, that clip us round about, 
Witnesse that heere lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrong'd Othello^ s Service. Let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody businesse ever. 

Otb. I greet thy love. 
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Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee too't. 
Within these three dayes let me heare thee say, 
That Coisu/s not alive. 

lago. My Friend is dead: 

'Tis done at your Request. 
But let her li?e. 

0th, Damne her lewde Minx : 
O damne her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw 
To furnish me with some swift meanes of death 
For the faire Divell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

lago, I am your owne for ever. Exeunt. 

Scana ^arta. 

Enter Desdemona^ ^mUia^ and Clown, 

Des, Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Casslo lyes ? 

Clow, I dare not say he lies any where. 

Des, Why man ? 

Clo, He's a Soldier, and for me to say a Souldier lyes, 'tis 
stabbing. 

Des. Cxo too : where lodges he ? 

Clo, To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where I lye. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo, I know not where he lodges, and for mee to devise a 
lodging, and say he lies heere, or he lies there, were to lye in mine 
owne throat. 

Des, Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by report ? 

Clo, I will Catechize the world for him, that is, make Ques* 
tions, and by them answer. 

Des, Seeke him, bidde him come hither: tell him, I have 
moov'd my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will be well. 
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Clo. To do this, is within the compasse of mans Wit, and 
therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit do. 

Des, Where should I loose the handkerchiefe^ JEtniBa ? 

JEmil. I know not Madanu 

Des. Beleeve me, I had rather haye lost my purse 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no such basenesse. 
As jealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

JEnui, Is he not jealious ? 

Des. Who, he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all such humors from him. 

JEnui. Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio be 
CalI'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

0th. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to dissemble ! 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des, Well, my good Lord. 

0th. Give me your hand. 
This hand is moist my Lady. 

Des. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no sorrow. 

0th. This argues fruitfulnesse, and liberall heart : 
Hot, hot, and moyst. This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from Liberty : Fasting, and Prayer, 
Much Castigation, Exercise devout. 
For heere's a yong, and sweating Divell heere 
That commonly rebels : 'Tis a good hand, 
A franke one. 

Des, You may (indeed) say so : 

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th, A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gave hands. 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Des, I cannot speake of this : 

VIII. L 
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Come^ now your promiae. 

0th, What promise Chucke ? 

Des, I have sent to bid Cassio come speake with you. 

0th. I have a salt and sorry Rhewme offends me : 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. 

Des, Heere my Lord. 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Des., No indeed, my Lord. 

0th. That's a fault : That Handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my Mother give : 
She was a Charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people. She told her, while she kept it, 
'T would make her Amiable, and subdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : But if she lost it. 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits should hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying, gave it me. 
And bid me (when my Fate would have me Wiv'd) 
To give it her. I did so ; and take heede on't. 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 
To loose't, or giv't away, were such perdition. 
As nothing else could match. 

Det. Is't possible \ 

0th. 'Tis true. There's Magicke in the web of it : 
A Sybm that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to course, two hundred compasses. 
In her Prophetticke furie sow*d the Worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And it was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conserv'd of Maidens hearts. 

Des. Indeed ? Is't true ? 

0th. Most veritable, therefore looke too*t well. 

Dei. Then would to Heaven, that I had never seene't i 
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Otb, Ha? wherefore? 
- Des. Why do you speake so stardDgly and rash ? 

Otb. Is't lost ? Is't gon ? Speaky is^t out o'th'way ? 

Des, Blesse us. 

0th. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost : but what and if it were ? 

0th. How? 

Des. I say it is not lost. 

Otb. Fetcht, let me sec't 

Des. Why so I can : but I will not now : 
This is a tricke to put me from my suite^ 
Pray you let Cassio be received againe. 

0th. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe, 
My minde mis-gives. 

Des. Come, come : youl never meete a more sufficient man. 

0th, The Handkerchiefe. 

Des, A man that all his time 

Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you. 

0th. The Handkerchiefe. 

Des. Insoothy you are too blame. 

Otb, Away. Exit Othello. 

^mil. Is not this man jealious ? 

Des. I nev'r saw this before. 

Sure, there's some wonder in this Handkerchiefe, 
I am most unhappy in the losse of it. 

JEmll, 'Tis not a yeare or two shewes us a man : 
They are all but Stomackes, and we all but Food, 
They eate us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. 

Enter lago^ atid Cassio* 
Looke you, Cassio and my Husband. 

lago. There is no other way : 'tis she must doo't : 
And loe the happinesse : go, and importune her. 

Des. How now (good Cassio) what's the newes with you ? 
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Caiito, Madam, my former 8uite. I do beseech you. 
That by your rertuous meanes, I may agaiue 
Exist, and be a member of his lore. 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd« 
If my offence, be of such mortall kinde, 
That nor my Service past, nor present Sorrowes, 
Nor purposed merit in futurity, 
Can ransome me into his love againe. 
But to know so, must be my benefit : 
So shall I cloath me in a forc'd content. 
And shut my selfe up in some other course 
To Fortunes Almes. 

Dei. Alas (thrice-gentle Canto) 

My Advocation is not now in Tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So helpe me every spirit sandtified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best, 
And stood within the blanke of his di^leasure 
For my free speech. You must awhile be patient : 
What I can do, I will : and more I will 
Then for my selfe, I dare. Let that suffice you. 

la^. Is my Lord angry ? 

JEmiL He went hence but now : 

And certainly in strange unquietnesse. 

lago. Can he be angry ? I have seene the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, 
And like the Divell from his very Arme 
Puff't his owne Brother: And is he angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will go meet him, 
There's matter in*t indeed, if he be angry. Ext/, 

Dei. I prythee do so. Something sure of State, 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch'd pradHse 
Made demonstrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 
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Hath pudled his cleare Spirit : and in such cases. 

Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things. 

Though great ones are their objedt Tis even so. 

For let our finger ake, and it endues 

Our other healthfull members, even to a sense 

Of paine. Nay, we must thinke men are not Gods, 

Nor of them looke for such observancie 

As fits the BridalL Beshrew me much, JEmilui^ 

I was (unhandsome Warrior, as I am) 

Arraigning his unkindnesse with my soule : 

But now I finde, I had suborned the Witnesse, 

And he's Indited wisely. 

JEmiL Pray heaven it bee 

State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor no Jealious Toy, concerning you. 

Des, Alas the day, I never gave him cause. 

JEnul, But Jealious soules will not be answered so ; 
They are not ever jealious for the cause. 
But jealious, for they're jealious. It is a Monster 
Begot upon it selfe, borne on it selfe. 

Det. Heaven keepe the Monster from OtheOo^s mind. 

JEmiL Lady, Amen. 

Des, I will go seeke him. CastiOf walke heere about : 
If I doe finde him fit. He move your suite. 
And seeke to tSe€t it to my uttermost. Exit, 

Cat. I humbly thanke your Ladyship. 

ErUer Bianco, 

Bian. Save you (Friend Casiio.) 

Caiiio. What make you fh>m home ? 

How is't with you, my most faire Biaaca? 
Indeed (sweet Love) I was comming to your house. 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Casm, 
What ? keepe a weeke away ? Seven dayes, and Nights ? 
Eight score eight houres i And Lovers absent howrcs 
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More tedious then the Diall, eight score times ? 
Oh weary reckoning. 

Cassio. Pardon me, Bumca •• 

I have this while with leaden thoughts beene prest. 
But I thaXL in a more continuate time 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca 
Take me this worke out. 

Bianco, Oh Casih, whence came this ? 

This is some Token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt- Absence : now I feele a Cause : 
Is't come to this ? Well, well. 

Caisio, Go too, woman : 

Throw your vilde gesses in the Divels teeth. 
From whence you have them. You are jealious now. 
That this is from some Mistris, some remembrance ; 
No, in good troth Bumca, 

Bum, ^^y> who's is it ? 

Catiio, I know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
I like the worke well ; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) I would have it coppied : 
Take it, and doo't, and leave me for this time. 

Bian, Leave you ? Wherefore ? 

Caisio, I do attend heere on the General], 
And thinke it no addition nor my wish 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bum, Why, I pray you ? 

Casslo. Not that I love you not. 

Blatu But that you do not love me, 
I pray you bring me on the way a little. 
And say, if 1 shall see you soone at night ? 

Cassio. ^Tis but a litde way that I can bring you. 
For I attend heere : But lie see you soone. 

Bian, *Tis very good : I must be circumstanc'd. 

Exeunt cmnes. 
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ASus partus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Othello^ and lago, 

lago. Will you thinke so ? 

Otb. Thinke so, lago ? 

lago. What, to kisae in private ? 

OiL An unauthorized kisse ? 

lago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An houre, or more, not meaning any harme ? 

0th. Naked in bed {lago) and not meane harme ? 
It is hypocrisie against the Divell : 
They that meane vertuously, and yet do so, 
The Divell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 

lago. If they do nothing, 'tis a Veniall slip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchiefe. 

Otb. What then ? 

lago. Why then, 'tb hers (my Lord) and being hers. 
She may (I thinke) bestow't on any man. 

Otb. She is Protedtresse of her honor too : 
May she give that ? 

lago. Her honor is an Essence that's not seene, 
They have it very oft, that have it not. 
But for the ELandkerchiefe. 

Otbe. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it : 
Thou saidst (oh, it comes ore my memorie. 
As doth the Raven o're the infe£tiou8 house : 
Boading to all) he had my Handkerchiefe. 

lagOm I : what of that ? 

Otbe. That's not so good now. 

lag. What if I had said, I had seene him do you wrong ? 
Or heard him say (as Knaves be such abroad. 
Who having by their owne importunate suit. 
Or voluntary dotage of some Mistris, 
Convinced or supply'd them, cannot chuse 
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Bat they muit blab.) 

0th* Hath he said any thing ? 

I(^ He hath (my Lord) bat be yoa well assar'd. 
No more then he'k an-sweare. 

0th. What hath he said ? 

logo. Why, that he did : I know not what he did. 

Othe. What ? What ? 

logo. Lye. 

Otb. With her ? 

lago. With her ? On her : what yoa wilL 

Othe, Lye with her ? lye on her ? We say lye on her, when 
they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's fullsome : Handkerchiefe : 
Confessions: Handkerchiefe. To confesse, and be hang'd for 
his labour. First, to be hang'd, and then to confesse : I tremble 
at it. Nature would not invest her selfe in such shadowing pas- 
sion, without some Instruction. It is not words that shakes me 
thus, (pish) Noses, Eares, and Lippes : is't possible. Confesse ? 
Handkerchiefe \ O divelL FafJU in a Trounce. 

logo. Worice on. 
My Medicme workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught. 
And many worthy, and chast Dames even thus, 
(All guiltlesse) meete reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ? 
My Lord, I say : Othello. 

Enter Caiiio. 
How now Caiiw? 

Cos. What's the matter ? 

lago. My Lord is fabe into an Epilepsie, 
This is his second Fit : he had one yesterday. 

Ctu. Rub him about the Temples. 

logo. The Lethargie must have his quyet course : 
If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to savage madnesse. Looke, he stirres : 
Do you withdraw 3rour selfe a little while. 
He will recover straight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion, speake with you. 
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How is it Genendl ? Have you Dot hurt your head I 

Oiie. Dost thou mocke roe ? 

Iafo» I mocke you not, by Heaven : 

Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. 

Otie, A Homed man's a Monster, and a Beast 

lojgo. Therms many a Beast then in a populous Citty, 
And many a civill Monster* 

0/Af, Did he confesse it ? 

la^ Good Sir, be a man : 

Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now alive. 
That nightly lye in those unproper beds, 
Which they dare sweare peculiar. Your case is better. 
Oh, 'tis the spight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a secure Cowch ; 
And to suppose her chast. No, let me know. 
And knowing what I am, I know what she shallbe. 

Oii, Oh, thou art wise : 'tis certaine. 

I^go* Stand you a while apart. 

Confine your selfe but in a patient List, 
Whil'st you were heere, o're-whelmed with your griefe : 
(A passion most resulting such a man) 
Cium came hither. I shifted him away. 
And layd good senses upon your Extasie, 
Bad him anon retume : and heere speake with me. 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your selfe. 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gjrbes, and notable Scomes 
That dwell in every Region of his ^e. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is againe to cope your wife. 
I say, but marke his gesture : marry Patience, 
Or I shall say y'are all in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 

Otie. Do'st thou heare, I^gOf 
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I wfl] be iovnid moit comiuig io my Padence : 
Bat (do'it tixm beare) moit bloody. 

li^o. That's not amiar, 

Bot yet keepe time io an : wOl yoo withdiaw ? 
Nov w3I I qnettioo Caino o£ B'umea^ 
A Hofwi^^y that by idling her de«ret 
Boyet her telfe BraAf aod Cloath. It is a Creature 
That dotes on CaiiiOf (as 'tis the S trum pe ts pbgoe 
To be-guile many, and be be-goil'd by one) 
He, when he heares of her, cannot restraine 
From the excesse of Laughter. Heere he comes. 

E/Uer Cassio. 
As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad : 
And his unbookish Jelousie must consenre 
Poore Coitlc^t smiles, gestures, and light behaTiours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you Lieutenant ? 

Cos* The worser, that you give me the addition. 
Whose want even killes me. 

Iago» Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on't : 
N0W9 if this Suit lay in Biancdi dowre, 
How quickely should you speed \ 

Cat, Alas poore Caitiffe. 

0th. Looke how he laughes already. 

lago, I nerer knew woman lore man so. 

Cat. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed she lores me. 

0th. Now he denies it faindy : and laughes it out. 

lago. Do you heare Cassto f 

0th, Now he importunes him 

To tell it o're : go too, well said, well said. 

lago. She gives it out, that you shall many her. 
Do you intend it ? 

Coi, Ha, ha, ha. 

0th. Do ye triumph, Romaine ? do you triumph ? 

Cos, I marry. What ? A customer ; prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, do not thinke it 
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So unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. So, 80, 80, 80 : they laugh, that winues. 

lago. Why the ciy goes, that you marry her. 

Cai. Prythee say true. 

logo, I am a very Villaine else. 

0th, Have you scoar'd me ? Well. 

Cai. This is the Monkeys owne givmg out : 
She is perswaded I will marry her 
Out of her owne love Sc flattery, not out of my promise. 

Oib. lago becomes me : now he begins the story. 

Castio. She was heere even now: she haunts me in every 
place. I was the other day talking on the Seabanke with 
certaine Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and &lls me 
thus about my neck. 

0th, Crying oh deere Casiioy as it were: his jesture 
imports it. 

Cassio, So hangs, and lolls, and weepes upon me. 
So shakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

0th, Now he tells how she pluckt him to my Chamber: 
oh, I see that nose of yours, but not that dogge, I shall throw 
it to. 

Cassio, Well, I must leave her companie. 

lagOm Before me : looke where she comes. 

Enter Blanca, 

Cai. 'Tis such another Fitchew: marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the divell, and his dam haunt you : what did you 
meane by that same Handkerchiefe, you gave roe even now ? I 
was a fine Foole to take it : I must take out the worke ? A 
likely piece of worke, that you should finde it in your Chamber, 
and know not who left it there. This is some Minxes token, & 
I roust take out the worke ? There, give it your Hobbey-horse, 
wheresoever you had it, He take out no worke on't. 

Coiito, How now, roy sweete Bianca ? 
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How now ? How now ? 

Oilfe. By Heaven, that should be my Handkerchiefe. 

Biott, If you'le come to supper to night you may, if you will 
not, come when you are next prepared for. £xiL 

/ago. After her : after her. 

Cos, I musty shee'l rayle in the streets else. 

logo. Will you sup there ? 

Castlo, Yes, I intend so. 

lago. Welly I may chance to see you : for I would very £une 
speake with you. 

Cos. Prythce come : will you ? 

lago. Go too : say no more. 

Otb. How shall I murther him, lago. 

lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice ? 

Otb. Oh, lago. 

lago. And did you see the Handkerchiefe ? 

0th. Was that mine? 

lago. Yours by this hand: and to see how he prizes the 
foolish woman your wife : she gave it him, and he hath giv'n it 
his whore. 

Otb. I would have him nine yeeres a killing : 
A fine woman, a faire woman, a sweete woman ? 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Otbello, I, let her rot and perish, and be damn'd to night, for 
she shall not live. No, my heart is tum'd to stone : I strike it, 
and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not a sweeter 
Creature : she might lye by an Emperours side, and command 
him Taskes. 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Otbe, Hang her, I do but say what she is : so delicate with 
her Needle : an admirable musitian. Oh she will sing the 
Savagenesse out of a Beare : of so high and plenteous wit, and 
invention ? 

lago. She's the worse for all this. 

Otbe. Oh, a thousand* a thousand times : 
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And then of so gentle a condition ? 

lago* I too gentle. 

Oibe, Nay that's certaine : 
But yet the pitty of it, lago : oh lago^ the pitty of it lago. 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquitie : give her patient to 
oflend, for if it touch not you, it comes neere no body. 

Othm I will chop her into Messes : Cuckold me ? 

lago* Ohy 'tis foule in her. 

Otb. Witli mine Officer ? 

lago. That's fouler. 

Otbe. Get me some poyson, lago, this night. He not expos- 
tulate with her : least her body and beaude unprovide my mind 
againe : this night lago. 

lago. Do it not with poyson, strangle her in her bed. 
Even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good : 
The Justice of it pleases : very good. 

logo. And for Casito^ let me be his undertaker : 
You shall heare more by midnight. 

Enter Lodovico, Detdemona^ and Attendantt, 

Otbe. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that same ? 

lago. I warrant something from Venice, 
'Tis Lodovico this, comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife's with him. 

Lodo, Save you worthy Generall. 

Otbe, With all my heart Sir. 

Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 

Otbe. I kisse the Instrument of their pleasures. 

2)«x. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodovico ? 

logo, I am very glad to see you Signior : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod, I thanke you : how do's Lieutenant Catm ? 

lago. Lives Sir, 

Des. Cozen, there's falne betweene him, 5c my Lord^ 
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Ad unkind breach : but yon shall make all welL 
Oihe. Are y on sure of that ? 
Det. My Lord ? 
Otbe, This &ile yoa not to do, as yoa will- 



Lo(L He did not call : he's busie in the paper. 
Is there derision 'twixt my Lord, and Cassio ? 

Det. A most onhqipy one : I would do much 
T'attone them for the love I beaie to Catno. 

Otbe. Fire, and brimestone. 

Des. My Lord. 

OtL Are yon wise ? 

Dei. What is he angrie ? 

LoiL May be the Letter moT'd him, 

For as I thinke, they do command him home, 
Deputbg Caitio in his Government. 

Det. Trust me, I am glad on't. 

Otbe, Indeed ? 

Det. My Lord ? 

Otbe, I am glad to see you mad. 

Det. Why, sweete OtbeUo ? 

Otbe. DivelL 

Det, I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
Though I should sweare I saw't. 'Tis very much. 
Make her amends : she weepes. 

Otbe. Oh divell, diveU : 

If that the earth could teeme with womans teares. 
Each drop she falls, would prove a Crocodile : 
Out of my sight 

Det. I will not stay to offend you. 

Lod. Truely obedient Lady : 
I do beseech your Lordship call her backe. 

Otbe. Mistris. 

Det. My Lord. 

Otbe, What would you with her, Sir ? 
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LoJ. Who I, my Lord ? 

Otie. If you did wish, that I would make her tunie : 
Sir, she can tume, and turne : and yet go on 
And turne againe. And she can weepe. Sir, weepe. 
And she's obedient : as you say obedient, 
Very obedient : proceed you in your teares. 
Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted passion) 
I am conmianded home : get you away : 
He send for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 
And will retume to Venice. Hence, avaunt : 
Ciuiw shall have my Place. And Sir, to night 
I do entreat, that we may sup together. 
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 
Goates, and Monkeys. £xit. 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our hill Senate 
Call all in all sufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Passion could not shake ? Whose solid vertue 
The shot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 

lago. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? Is he not light of firaine ? 

lago. He's that he is : I may not breath my censure. 
What he might bee if what he might, he is not, 
I would to heaven he were. 

Lod. What ? Strike his wife ? 

lago, 'Faith that was not so well : yet would I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod* Is it his use ? 

Or did the Letters, worke upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 

lago. Alas, alas : 

It is not honestie in me to speake 

What I have seene, and knowne. You shall observe him, 
And his owne courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : do but go after 
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And marke how he continues. 

LoiL I am sorry that I am deceived in him. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 

Enter OtheOo and JEnuBa. 

Othe. YoQ have seene nothing then ? 

JEmiL Nor ever heard : nor ever did sospedl. 

Otbe, Yes, you have seene CatsiOf and she together. 

JEmi, But then I saw no harme : and then I heard. 
Each syllable that breath made up betweene them. 

Otbe, What ? Did they never whisper ? 

JEnul, Never my LoixL 

Otbe, Nor send you out o'th'way ? 

JEmil. Never. 

Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor nothing ? 

MnuL Never my Lord. 

Othe, That's strange. 

JEmtl, I durst (my Lord) to wager, she is honest: 
Lay downe my Soule at stake : If you thinke other, 
Remove your thought It doth abuse your bosome : 
If any wretch have put this in your head. 
Let Heaven requit it with the Serpents curse, 
For if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There's no man happy. The purest of their Wives 
Is foule as Slander. 

Othe. Bid her come hither: go. Exit JEmiBa. 

She saies enough : yet she's a simple Baud 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtile Whore : 
A Closset Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet she'le kneele, and pray : I have seene her do't. 

Enter Desdemona and JEmiBa. 

Des. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othe, Pray you Chucke come hither. 
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Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Oib. Let me see your eyes : looke in my face. 

Des, What horriWe Fancie's this ? 

Othe, Some of your FundHon Mistris : 
Leave Procreants alone, and shut the doore : 
Cough, or cry hem ; if any body come : 
Your Mystery, your Mystery. May dispatch* Exit JEm. 

Det. Upon my knee, what doth your speech import ? 
I understand a Fury in your words. 

Oihc. Why ? What art thou \ 

Des. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyail wife. 

Othello. Come sweare it : damne thy selfe, least being like one 
of Heaven, the divells themselves should feare to ceaze thee. 
Therefore be double damn'd, sweare thou art honest. 

Det, Heaven doth tniely know it. 

Othe. Heaven truely knowes, that thou art false as helL 

Des. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I false ? 

Otbe. Ah Desdemon^ away, away, away. 

Des. Alas the heavy day : why do you weepe ? 
Am I the motive of these teares my Lord i 
If happely you my Father do suspe^, 
An Instrument of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost him, 
I have lost him too. 

Otbe, Had it pleas'd Heaven, 

To try me with afflidHon, had they rain'd 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare-head : 
Steep'd me in povertie to the very lippes. 
Given to Captivitie, me, and my utmost hopes, 
I should have found in some place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scome, 
To point his slow, and moving finger at. 
Yet could I beare that too, well, very well : 
VIIL M 
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Bat there where I haye garnerd up ny heaiti 

Where cither I moM live, or beare no Ufei 

The Fountame from the whicL my cornuit niiiie% 

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Cesterae, for fouk Toades 

To knot and gender in. Tume diy com|fcxioQ there r 

Patienocy thy young and Ro8e4q>M Cberuhb^ 

1 heere looke grim as helL 

Dei, I hope my Noble Lord esceemes me honest. 

Otbe^ Oh I9 as Sonuner Flyes are in the Shambles^ 
That quidben even with blowing* Oh thou weed ; 
Who art so ky?ely faire, and smett'st so sweete^ 
That the Sense akes at thee» 
Would thou luuTst never bin borne. 

Des, AlaSy what ignorant sm have I committed ? 

Otbe. Was this faire Paper i This most goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore upon ? What committed^ 
Committed ? Oh, thou publicke Conunoner, 
I should make very Forges of ray Ckeekes, 
That would to Cyaders bume up Modestie^ 
Did I but ^)esdfie thy deedes. What conmiited I 
Heaven stoppes the Nose at it, and the Moone winks : 
The baudy winde that kisses all it meetes. 
Is hush'd within the hoUow Myne of Earth 
And will not hear't. What commtted ? 

Des, By Heaven you do me wrong. 

Othe. Are not you a Strumpet ? 

Det. No» as I am a Christian. 

If to preserve this vessell for my Lord, 
From any other foule unlawfiill touch 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 

Otbe. What, not a Whore ? 

Des. No, as I shall be sav'd. 

Othe. Is't possible ? 

Des, O Heaven forgive uii 
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Otlfe. I ciy you mercy then* 

I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with OtbeUo. You Mistrit, 

Enter JEtmBa. 
That have the office opposite to Saint Peter^ 
And keepes the gate of helL You^ you : I you. 
We have done our course : there's money for your paines : 
I pray you tume the key, and keepe our counnile. Esui. 

JEmil. Alas, what do's this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you Madam ? how do yoo my good Lady ? 

Des. Faith, halfe a sleepe. 

JEmi. Good Madam, 
What's the matter with my Lord ? 

Des. With who? 

JEmL Why, with my Lord, Madam? 

Des. Who is thy Lord ? 

JEmii, He that is yours, sweet Lady. 

Des, I have none : do not talke to me, JEnuBa^ 
I cannot weepe : nor answeres have I none, 
But what should go by water. Prythee to night. 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheetes, remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 

JEnul, Heere's a change indeed. Esni. 

Des. 'Tis meete I should be us'd so : very meete. 
How have I bin behav'd, that he might sticke 
The smallest opinion on my least misuse ? 

Enter lago^ and JEmiEa. 

I ago. What is your pleasure. Madam ? 
How is't with you ? 

Des. I cannot tell : those that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gende meanes, and easie taskes. 
He might have chid me so : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. 

lago. What is the matter Lady ? 
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JEmil. Alas (I^go) my Lord hath so bewhoPd her, 
Throwne such dispight, and heayy tennes upon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 

Des. Am I that name, lago ? 

logo. What name, (faire Lady ?) 

Dei, Such as she said my Lord did say I was. 

JEml. He call'd her Whore : a Begger in his drinke : 
Could not have laid such tennes upon his Callet 

lago. Why did he so ? 

Det, I do not know : I am sure I am none such 

lago. Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 

JEmlL Hath she forsooke so many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father ? And her Country ? And her Friends ? 
To be call'd Whore ? Would it not make one weepe ? 

Des, It is my wretched Fortune. 

Iago» Beshrew him for't : 

How comes this Tricke upon him ? 

Des, Nay, Heaven doth know. 

JEm. I will be hang'dy if some eternal] Villaine, 
Some busie and msinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, to get some Office, 
Have not devis'd this Slander : I will be hang'd else. 

lago. Fie, there is no such man : it is impossible. 

Det, If any such there be. Heaven pardon him. 

JEnul. A halter pardon him : 
And hell gnaw his bones. 
Why should he call her Whore ? 
Who keepes her companie ? 
What Place? What Time? 
What Forme? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by some most villanous Knave, 
Some base notorious Knave, some scurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heavens, that such companions thou'd'st unfold. 
And put in every honest hand a whip 
To lash the Rascalls naked through the world, 
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Even firom the East to th'West. 

lago. Speake within doore. 

JEmU. Oh fie upon them : some such Squire be was 
That turn'd your wit, the seamy-side without. 
And made you to suspedl me with the Moore. 

logo. You are a Foole : go too. 

Dei» Alas Ii^9f 

What shall I do to win my Lord againe ? 
Good Friendy go to him : for by this light of HeaTen, 
I know not how I lost him. Heere I kneele : 
If ere my will did trespasse 'gainst his Love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or aduall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 
Delighted them : or any other Forme. 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will, (though he do shake me off 
To beggerly divorcement) Love him deerely, 
Comfort forsweare me. Unkindnesse may do much, 
And his unkindnesse may defeat my life. 
But never taynt my Love. I cannot say Whore, 
It do's abhorre me now I speake the word, 
To do the Ad, that might the addition eame, 
Not the worids Masse of vanitie could make me. 

lago* I pray you be content : 'tis but his humour : 
The businesse of the State do's him ofience. 

Dei. If 'twere no other. 

logo. It is but so, I warrant, 

Hearke how these Instruments summon to supper : 
The Messengers of Venice states the meate. 
Go m, and weepe not : all things shall be welL 

Exeunt DttdemmuL and MmWui. 
EnUr RadorigOm 
How now Rodorigo ? 

Rod. I do not finde 

That thou deal'st justly with me. 
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lago. What in the contrarie ? 

Rodori. Every day diou dafts me with some devise lago^ and 
rather, as it seeAes to me now, kecp'st from me all convenienciey 
then suppKest me with the least advantage of hope : I wiU indeed 
no longer endure it Nor am I yet penwaded to put up in peace, 
what already I have foolishly sufiired. 

lago. Will you heare me Rodorigo f 

Rodori. I have heard too much : and your words and Per^ 
formances are no kin togethec 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rodo. With naught but troth : I have wasted my selfe out of 
my meanes. The Jewels you have had from me to deliver 
DesdemonUf would halfe have corrapted a Votarist. Yon have 
told me she hath received them, and retnrn'd me expedationa 
and comforts of sodaine resped, and accjnaintanoey but I finde 
none. 

/ago. Well, go too : very welL 

Rod, Very "wdl, go too : I cannot go too^ (man) nor *dB not 
very well. Nay I think it ia scurvy : and begin to finde my 
selfe fopt in it. 

lago. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you, 'tis not very wdl : I will make my selfe 
knowne to Desdemoma. If she will retnme me my Jewels^ I will 
give over my Suit, and repent my unlawfull soKcitatioo. If not, 
assure your selfe, I will aeeke satis&dion of yoiu 

lago. You have said now. 

Rodo. I : and said nothing but what I protest intendment of 
doing. 

lago. Why, now I see there's mettle m thee : and even firom 
this instant do build on thee a better optnioo dien evnr before ; 
^ve me thy hand Rodorigok Thou hast taken against me a most 
just exception : but yet I protest I have deah most diredly in 
thy Affaire. 

Rod. It hath not appeer'd. 

logo. I grant indeed it hath not appeer'd r and your sospition 
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Oik Oh pardon me : 'twill do me good to walke. 

LodovL Madam, goodnight : I humbly thanke your Ladyship. 

Dff, Your Honour is most welcome. 

Oik Will yon walke Sir ? Oh Dademmuu 

Dei. My Lord. 

Oihdh, Get you to bed on th'instant, I will be retum'd forth- 
with : dismisse your Attendant there : look*t be done. E^di. 

Des. I will my Lord. 

JEm, How goes it now ? He lookes gentler then be did. 

Dei. He saies he will retume incontinent. 
And hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bid me to dismisse you. 

JEnd, Dismisse me ? 

Dei. It was his bidding : therefore good jEwuSOf 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We must not now displease him. 

JEmU, If would you had never scene him. 

Dei. So would not I : my love doth so approwt him, 
That even his stubbomesse, his checks, his Brownest 
(Prythee un-pin me) have grace and hroar* 

JEmL I have laid those Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 

Dei. All's one : good Father, how foolish are our mbds : 
If I do die before, prythee shrow'd me 
In one of these same Sheetes. 

JEmii, Come, oome : you talke. 

Dei. My Mother had a Maid call'd Bar6arief 
She was in love : and he she lov'd proved mad. 
And did forsake her. She had a Song of Willough, 
An old thing 'twas : but it express'd her Fortune, 
And she dy'd singing it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind : I have much to do^ 
But to go hang my head all at one side 
And sing it like poore Brabarie : prythee di^tdu 

JEm, Shall I go fetch your Night-gowned 

Dei. No, un-pin me here. 
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This Lodowco is a proper man. 

JEnul. A very handsome man. 

Des. He speakes well. 

JEwH, I know a Lady in Venice would hare walk'd barefoot 
to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip. 

2)^ /• The poore Soule tai smging^ by a Sicamour tree. 
Sing all a greene WtUougb : 
Her band on her bosome her head on her inee^ 
Sing milough, miiougb, mUaugh. 
The fresh Streames ran hy her^ and murmured her moaneiy 
Sing fTtHough, &c. 

Her salt teares fell from her^ and toftned the stones^ 
Smg Willough^ (5*r. (Lay by these) 

WiUoughf WiUough. (Prythee high thee : he'le come anoa) 
Sing all a greene Wiliough must he my Garland, 
Im no body blame him^ his scome I improve, 
(Nay that's not next. Harke, who is't that knocks ? 

i&m/. It's the wind. 

Des. I caS*d my Lave false Love : but what said he then P 
Sing milough^ &c. 

If I court mo women^ you*le couch with mo men. 
So get thee gooe, good night : mine eyes do itch : 
Dodb that boade weeping ? 

JEmU, 'Tis neyther heere» nor diere. 

Des. I haye heard it said so. O these Men» these men I 
Do'st thou in conscience thinke (tell me JEnuba) 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such grosse kinde i 

JEnuL There be some such, no question. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

JEnnL Why, would not you ? 

Des. Noy by this Heaienly light. 

JEmiL Nor I neither, by this Heantily light : 
I might doo't as well i'th'darke. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for al the world i 
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JEmsI, The world's a huge thing : 
It is a great price, for a small vice. 

Dei, lotrothy I thinke thou woulcTst nst 

JEmiL Introth I thinke I should, and undoo't when I had 
done. Marry, I would not doe such a thing f<»r a joynt Ring, nor 
for measures of Lawae, nor for Gownei^ Petticoats^ nor Caps^nor 
any petty exhibition. But for all the whole world : why, who 
would not make her husband a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch i 
I should venture Purgatory for't. 

Dei, Beshrew Me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 

j£mf/. Why, the wrong is hot a wroi^ i'th'world ; and harmg 
the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in your owae worid, and 
you might quickly make it right. 

Dei, I do not thinke there is any such woaan. 

JEmil, Yes, a dozen : and as many to'th'vantage, as would store 
the world they plaid for. 
But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wives do M : (Say, that they shuske dieir dotios. 
And powre our Treasures into forraigne laps ; 
Or else breake out in peevish Jealousies, 
Throwing restraint upon us : Or say they Jtrike ui^ 
Or scant our former having in despight) 
Why we have galles : and though we have some Grace, 
Yet have we some Revenge. Let Husbands know, 
Their wives have sense like them : They see, and smell. 
And have their Palats both for sweet, aud sowre. 
As Husbands have. What is it that they do. 
When they change us for others ? Is it Sport ? 
I thinke it is : and doth AfledkNi breed it ? 
I thinke it doth. Is't Frailty that thus errea ? 
It is so too. And have not we Affections ? 
Desires for Sport ? and Frailty, as Men have ? 
Then let them use us well : else let them know, 
The illes we do^ their illes instruA us sol 
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Dei. Good night, good night : 
Heayen me such uses send. 
Not to picke bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. Ejuimt. 

A£lus Quintus. Scena Prima. 

Enter lagt^ and Rodorigo. 

lago. Heere, stand behinde this Barke, 
Straight will he come : 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and pot it home: 
Quicke, quicke, feare nothing ; He be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that. 
And ^xt most firme thy Resolutioo. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, I oiay miacany in't, 

le^, Heere, at thy hand : Be bold, Sc take thy stand 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed. 
And yet he hath given me satisfying Reasons : 
'Tis but a roan gone. Forth my Sword : he dies. 

lago. I have rub'd this yoi^ Quat aknost to the aenact 
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill dueio^ 
Or Castio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gaine. Live Rodotigo^ 
He calles roe to a restitution large 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob'd from him. 
As Guifts to Desdamma. 
It must not be : If Cauio do remaine. 
He hath a dayly beauty m his life, 
That makes me ug)y : and besides, the Moore 
May unfold me to him : there stand I m nmch perilT : 
No, he must dye. But so, I heard him comming. 

Enter Casno. 

Rod. I know his gate, 'tis he : Villaine thoa dyeat* 
Cat. That thrust had beene mine coemj indeed. 
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Bnt that my Coate is better then thou know'st : 
1 will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. Ohy I am alaine. 

Caitiom I am maym'd for ever : 
Helpe hoa : Murther, murther. 

Enter OtheHo. 

0th. The voyce of Cassio^ lago keepes his word. 

Rod. O Villaine that I am. 

Otb. It is eyen so. 

Cos. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 

Otb, 'Tis he : O brave 7^, honest, and just. 
That hast such Noble sense of thy Friends wrongs 
Thou teachest me. Minion, your deere lyes dead. 
And your unblest Fate highes : Strumpet I come : 
For of my heart, those Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed lust-stain'd, shall with Lusts blood bee spotted. 

ExU Othello. 
Enter Lodovieo and Gratiantu 

Cos, What hoa ? no Watch ? No passage ? 
Murther, Murther. 

Gra. HTis some mischance, the voyce is very direfiilL 

Cos. Oh helpe. 

Lodo. Hearke. 

Rod. Oh wretched Villaine. 

Lod. Two or three groane. HTis heavy night ; 
These may be counterfeits : Let's think't unsafe 
To come into the cry, without more helpe. 

Rod Nobody come : then shall I bleed to death. 

Enter le^. 
Lod Hearke. 

Gra, Here's one comes in his shirt, with Light, and Weapons. 
lagp. Who's there? 
Who's noyse is this that cries on murther? 
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Lodo. We do not know. 

lago. Do not you heare a cry? 

Cai. Heere, heere : for heaven sake helpe me. 

lago. What's the matter? 

Gra, This is Othello t Ancient, as I take it. 

Lodo. The same mdeede, a very valiant Fellow. 

logo. What are you heere, that cry so greevously ? 

Cos, lago? Oh I am spoyl'd, undone by Viilaines : 
Give me some helpe. 

lago. O mee, Lieutenant 1 
What Viilaines have done this ? 

Cm. I thinke that one of them is heereabout. 
And cannot make away. 

lago. Oh treacherous Viilaines : 

What are you there ? Come in, and give some helpe. 

Rod O helpe me there. 

Caisio. That's one of them. 

lago. Oh murd'rous Slave ! O Villaine I 

Rod. damn'd lago ! O inhumane Dogge ! 

lago. Kill men i'th'darke ? 
Where be these bloody Theeves ? 
How silent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther, murther. 
What may you be ? Are you of good, or cviU \ 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

lago. Signior Lodovico ? 

Lod. He Sir. 

lago. I cry you mercy : here's Canto hoit by Viilaines. 

Gra, CatiioP 

lago. How is't Brother ? 

Cai. My Legge is cut in two. 

lago. Marry heaven forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, He binde it with my shirt 

Enter Bianco, 
Bian, What is the matter hoa i Who is't that cry'd 
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lago. Who b't that cry*d? 

Bian, Oh my deere Casm^ 
My sweet Castio : Oh Casm^ Casno^ Ctum. 

Ic^. O notable Stnin^iet. Casno^ may yon tuaped 
Who they should be, that hare thus mangled you i 

Cat. No. 

Grcu I am sony to finde you dras ; 
I have beene to seeke yoo. 

lago. Lend me a Garter. So : Oh for a Chaiie 

To beare him easily hence. 

BioMU Alas he faints. Oh CaissOf Castioi Casiio. 

lago, Gendemen all, I do susped this Trash 
To be a party in this Injurie. 
Patience awhile, good Castio. Come, come ; 
Lend roe a Light : know we this &ce, or no ? 
Alas my Friend, and my deere Countryman 
Rodorigo ? No : Yes sure : Yes, 'tis Rodoriga. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

lago. Even he Sir : Did 3rou know him ? 

Gra. Know him ? I. 

lago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry 3rour gende pardon : 
These bloody accidents must excuse my Manners, 
That so negledted you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you Casito ? Oh, a Chaire, a Chaire. 

Gra. Rodorigo? 

lago. He, he, 'tis he : 
Oh that's well said, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carefully from hence. 
He fetch the Generall's Surgeon. For you Mistris, 
Save you your Labour. He that lies slaine heere {^Catsw) 
Was my deere friend. What malice was between you ? 

Cas. None in the world : nor do I know the man ? 

lago. What ? looke you pale ? Oh beare him o'th'Ayre. 
Suy you good Gendemen. Looke you pale, Mistris ? 
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Do you perceive the gastnetse of her eye i 
Nay, if you stare, we shall heare more anon. 
Behold her well : I pray you looke upon her: 
Do you see Gentlemen ? Nay» guiltinesae will speake 
Though tongues were out of use. 

JEmiL Alas, what is the matter I 
What is the matter. Husband ? 

lago. Caiiio hath heere bin set on in the daHce 
By RodorigOy and Fellowes that are scap'd : 
He's almost slaine, and Rodorigq quite dead. 

JEmh Alas good Gentleman : alas good Cassia, 

logo. This is the fruits of whoring. Prythee JBmUiOf 
Go know of Cassio where he supt to nigjit* 
What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supt at my house, but I therefore shake not, 

lago, O did he so ? I charge you go widi me. 

^wul. Oh fie upon the Strumpet. 

Biam I am no Stumpet, but of life as honest, 
As you that thus abuse me. 

JSmil, As I ? Fie upon thee. 

lago, Kinde Gentlemen : 
Let's go see poore Cassio drest. 
Come Mistris, you must tePs another Tale. 
JEmsRa^ run you to the Cittadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exeunt. 

Sccsna Secunda. 

Enter Othello^ and Desdemona in her bed 

Oib, It is the Cause, it is the Cause (my Soule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste Starres, 
It is the Cause. Yet He not shed her blood. 
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Nor 6carre that whiter skin of hers, then SnoWf 

And smooth at Monumental! Alablaster :* 

Yet she must dye, else shee'l betray more men : 

Put out the Light, and then put out the Light : 

If I quench thee, thou flaming Minister, 

I can againe thy former light restore. 

Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 

Thou cunning'st Patteme of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heate 

That can thy Light re-Lume. 

When I have pluck'd thy Rose, 

I cannot give it vitall growth againe. 

It needs must wither. He smell thee on the Tree. 

Oh Balmy breath, that dost almost perswade 

Justice to breake her Sword. One more, one more : 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And love thee after. One more, and that's the last. 

So sweet, was ne're so fatall. I must weepe. 

But they are cruell Teares : This sorrow's heavenly, 

It strikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 

Des. Who's there ? Othello ? 

Othel, I DesdemonOm 

Dei, Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 

0th. Have you pray'd to night, Deedemon ? 

Des. I my Lord. 

0th, If you bethinke your selfe of any Crime 
Unreconciled as yet to Heaven, and Grace, 
Solicite for it straight 

Dee. Alacke, my Lord ? 
What may you meane by that ? 

0th. Well, do it, and be breefe, I will walke by : 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, Heavens fore-fend, I would not kill thy Soule. 

Dee. Talke you of killing ? 

0th. I, I do. 
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Dei, Then Heaven have mercy on mee. 

0th. Amen, vath all my heart. « 

Des. If you say, I hope you will not kill me. 

Otk Humh« 

Des, And yet I feare you : for you're fatall then 
When your eyes rowle so. 
Why I should feare, I know not. 
Since guildnesse I know not : But yet I feele I feare. 

Oih. Thinke on thy sinnes. 

Des, They are Loves I beare to you. 

0th, I, and for that thou dy'st. 

Des, That death's unnaturally that kils for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether-lip ? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very Frame : 
These are portents : but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

0th, Peace, and be stilL 

Des. I will to : What's the matter ? 

0th. That Handkerchiefe 

Which I so lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'st to Cassio, 

Des. No by my Life, and Soule : send for the man. 
And aske him. 

0th, Sweet Soule, uke heed, take heed of Peijury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Des. I, but not yet to dye. 

0th. Presently. 

Therefore confesse thee freely of thy sinne : 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choake the strong Conoeption 
That I do grone withalL Thou art to dye. 

Des. O Heaven have mercy on me. 

0th. I say, AmeiL 

Des, And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend you in my life : never lov'd Cassia^ 
But with such generall warrantie of Heaven^ 

VIXl. N 
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As 1 iD%lit lofc I ocfcr gite faoB Tokoi. 

Otb» Xfj YvtAwttk I sniF wij xf annagfc liif fe n t djimL 

|Kijiij*d womaOy tfaon cw it Mooc flij heavty 
And makes ne call, wliat I intend to do» 

A Mnrtfaer, which I tlioa^ a Saoifice. 

1 anr the Handkerduefe. 

Des. He fiMod it then : 

I oerer gave it him : Send, for him hither : 
Let hun oonfcsK a trnth. 

Otk He hath confer. 

Dei. What, my Lord? 

Otb. That, he hath juf6. thee. 

Des. How? ankwfnlly? 

Otb. I. 

Dei. He will not 9Xf wo. 

Otb, No : his mondi is itopp'd : 

Honett lago hath 'tane order Mu 

Dei. Oh, my feare interprets. What is he dead ? 

Otb. Had all his haires bm Utcs, my great Revenge 
Had stomacke for them all. 

Dei» Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 

Otb* Out Strompet : weep'st tboa for him to my fiice ? 

Dei, O banish me, my Lord, bat kill me not. 

Otb. Downe Strumpet. 

Dei. Kill roe to morrow, let me lire to night 

Otb. Nay, if you ftrive. 

Dei, But halfe an houre. 

Otb, Being done, there is no pawse. 

Dei. But while I tay one prayer. 

Otb, It is too late> Smatberi ber>' 

JEmiBa at tbe doore. 

JEmU. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa i 
My Lord, my Lord. 

Otb. What noise is this ? Not dead 7 not yet quite dead ? 



. . k^ m . uE^A.^ 



sc. II. ihe Moore of Venice. 195 

I that am cruel], am yet mercifull, 

I would not have thee linger in thy paine ? 

So, 80. 

^mil. within. What hoa ? my Lord, my Lord ? 

Otb. Who's there? 

Mmll. Oh good my Lord, I would speake a word with you. 

0th, Yes : 'Tis MnuRa : by and by. Shee's dead. 
'Tis like she comes to speake of Casslos death : 
The noise was high. Hah, no more mooving ? 
Still as the Grave. Shall she come in ? Wer't good ? 
I thinke she sdrres againe. No, what's best to do ? 
If she come in, sheeM sure speake to my wife : 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I have no wife. 
Oh insupportable ! Oh heavy houre I 
Me thinkes, it should be now a huge Eclipse 
Of Sunne, and Moonc ; and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

Aimll, I do beseech you 

That I may speake with you. Oh good my Lord. 

0th, I had forgot thee : oh come in JEnuBa. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 
Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee now ? 

Enter JEmUla. 

JEmil. Oh my good Lord, yonders fbule Murthers done. 

0th, What? now? 

JEnuL But now, my Lord. 

0th, It is the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then the was wooty 
And makes men mad. 

JEmU, CasstOf my Lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodoiigo, 

Otb. Rodorlgo kill'd ? and CatitQ kill'd ? 

JEnuL No, Casiio if not kiU'd. 

0th. Not Coislo kiU'd? Then Murther's out of tunc, 
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AjmA. svcct JLsvcB^ 

Da. O £ikelf , OtAf ■wio'dL 

JEmiL Afai! wfatojiitlBt? 

OiL Tim? Wte? 

.£d£ 0«^ ad alM, dnt n 

Dom rL ffStuewt dfaoiy 1 wjfc^ 

JEmiL Ob wbo batfa done dM deed ? 

Da. No body : I mj tdSe^ hicwdl : 
Coamcod mttowaj hiode Lord: ob hnmtSL 

(M. WbjT, bow diofild abe be nmrdied? 

j£jinil Alat: wbo 

Oib. Yoo heare her ny ber aelfe, it was not L 

JEmil. She tad to : I moat oecdf repoft the truth. 

Otb, She't like a Liar gone to bunuog hell, 
Twas I that kiU'd her. ^ 

JEmL Oh the more Aogell die, and joa the blacker DiielL 

0th. She turoM to folly : and the waa a whore. 

JEtml. Thoo do'at bely her, aod thoa ait a divelL 

0th. She waa falae aa water. > 

JEnul, Thou art laah aa fire, to ny 

That ahe waa falae. Oh ahe waa heaTenly true. 

0th, Coiiio did top her : Aak thy ho^nnd elae. 
Of I were damo'd beneath all depth io hell : 
But that I did proceed upon juat grounda 
To thia extremity. Thy Huaband knew it alL 

JEmL My Huaband ? 

0th. Thy Huaband. 

JEmii, That ahe waa falae to Wedlocke ? 

OtL I, with Castio t had ahe bin true. 
If Heaven would make me auch another world. 
Of one entyre and perfect Chryaolite, 
lid not have aold ber for it. 

JEmil. My Huaband i 
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OtL I, 'twas he that told me oa her first. 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That stickes on filthy deeds. 

JEnul, My Husband? 

Otb, What needs thb ittcrance. Woman ? 
I say, thy Husband. 

JEmil. Oh Mistrisy 
Villany hath made mockes with love : 
My Husband say she was false ? 

Otb. He, Woman j 

I say thy Husband : Do'st understand the word ? 
My Friend, thy Husband ; honest, honest lago. 

JEmii. If he say so, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes to'th'heart. 
She was too fond of her most filthy Bargaine, 

Otb. Hah? 

JEmil. Do thy worst : 
This deede of thine is no more worthy Heaven, 
Then thou was't worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, you were best. 

JEmil. Thou hast not halfe that powre to do me harm. 
As I have to be hurt Oh Gull, oh dolt, 
As ignorant as durt : thou hast done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) lie make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty Hvea. Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Mistris. Murther, morther. 

Enter Montano^ GratianOf and logo* 

Mm. What is the matter ? How now General] ? 

JEnul. Ohy are you come, logo : you have done weU, 
That men must lay their Murthers on your necke, 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

^mil. Disprove this ViUaine, if thou bee'st a man : 
He sayes, thou told'st him that his wife was Urn : 
I know thou did'st not : thou'rt not such a Villain* 
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Speake, for my heart b fiiU. 

/i^. I told him what I thought. 
And told DO more 
Then what he found himaelfe was qic, and true. 

JEml, But did you ever tell him. 
She was £ilse ? 

li^. I did« 

JEmL You told a Lye an odious damned Lye : 
Upon my Soule, a Lye ; a wicked Lye. 
Shee &lse with Caisio ? 
Did you say with Casno ? 

logo. With Catsup Mistris? 
Go too, charme your tongue. 

Enul^ I will not charme my Tongue ; 
I am bound to speake. 
My Mistris heere lyes murthered in her bed. 

AIL O HeaTens, forefend. 

EwH. And your reports hare set the Murder on. 

Othdlo. Nay stare not Masters, 
It is true indeede. 

Gra. 'Tis a strange Truth. 

Moni, O monstrous Ade. 

Ewul, ViUany, yillany, villany : 
I thinke upon't, I thinke : I smel't : O Villany : 
I thought so then : He kill my selfe for greefe. 

villany ! Tillany ! 

logo. What, are you road ? 

1 charge you get you home. 

EmU. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to qieake : 
'Tis proper I obey him ; but not now : 
Perchance lago^ I will ne're go home* 

0th. Oh, oh, oh. 

EmiL Nay, ky thee downe, and roare : 

For thou hast killed the sweetest innocent, 
That ere did lift up eye. 
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OtL Oh she was fowle ! 

I scarse did know you Unkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whose breath (indeed) these hands have newly stopp'd : 
I know this adle shewes horrible and grim. 

Gra, Poore Desdemon : 
I am glad thy Father's dead. 
Thy Match was mortall to him : and pure greefe 
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he live now, 
This sight would make him to do a desperate tume : 
Yea, curse his better Angell from his side. 
And fall to Reprobance. 

0th, 'Tis pittifull : but yet lago knowes 
That she with Catm^ hath the Ad of shame, 
A thousand times committed. Catno confest it. 
And she did gratifie his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge of Love 
Which I first gave her : I saw it in his hand : 
It was a Handkerchiefe, an Antique Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 

Enul. Oh Heaven ! oh heavenly Powres ! 

lago. Come, hold your peace. 

EmU. 'Twill outy 'twill out. I peace ? 

No| I will speake as liberall as the North ; 
Let Heaven, and Men, and Divels, let them all. 
All, all, crie shame against me, yet lie speake. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

EmU, I will noL 

Gra, Fye, your Sword upon a Woman. 

EmU, Oh thou dull Moore, 
That Handkerchiefe thou speak'st of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband : 
For often, with a solemne eamestnesse, 
(More then indeed belonged to such a Trifle) 
He begg'd of me, to steale't. 

lagp, Villanoos Whore. 
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Asd I ifid pv't nj HsiMd. 

JE«Z BjHearcaiaoMt^Idoiiot 
C% Bnra root Ccnboonlxy viai Aoold Hck s F<ioie 
Do vidb » good a wik? 

Otb^ Art tbcfv BO MMct m xjucncDf 
Bat wlat aerret fertile Tboader ? 
Pfecioiif ViQaoe. 

Gro. The womaa ^llet : 
Sure be hath kifl'd hit Wife. 

Emii. tfli oh lay aie bf 07 Mittris adc 

Gra. Hee'fl gooe, hot hit vilb't killU 

Jfoau Tif a nottwiona ViDato : take ym thu 
Which I hare recxrrer^d from the Moore : 
ComegoaAl the doore withodt^ let him nnr jht. 
Bat kiU him rather. Ue after that aune nlbtiie^ 
For 'tif a damned Sbte* Exiu 

OUf. I am not ▼afiaatodtfaer: 

But efeiy Puoie whipner fcu mj SwonL 
Btit why fhould Hooor oitt^ive Hooefty ? 
LetitgoatL 

JEmi. What did thy Song boad Lady? 
Hearke, caoit thoo heaie me ? I will plsqr the Swan, 
And dye io Muiicke : WUhugh, mOtmgb^ fTJimgi. 
Moore, the was chatie : She knr'd thee, cmell Mooie^ 
So come my Soole to Uiiie, at I tpeake true : 
So tpeakiog at I thioke, ahty I dye. 

Oib» I have another weapon in thb Chamber, 
It wat a Sword of Spaine, the Ice biooket temper : 
Oh heere it it : UnUe I mutt come foith. 

Gra* If thou attempt it, it will cott thee deeie ; 
Thou hatt no weapon, and perforce mutt tnfier. 

Oth, Looke m upon me then, and qwake with me, 
Or naked at I am I will aatault thee. 
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Gra, What is the matter \ 

Othel, Behold, I have a weapon : 

A better never did it selfe tustaine 
Upon a Soldiers Thigh. I have seene the day. 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your stop. But (oh vaine boast) 
Who can controll his Fate ? 'Tis not so now. 
Be not afFraid, though you do see me weapon'd : 
Heere is my joumies end, heere is my butt 
And verie Sea-marke of my utmost Saile. 
Do you go backe dismaid \ 'Tis a lost feare : 
Man but a Rush against OtheUcfs brest. 
And he retires. Where should Othello go ? 
Now : how dost thou looke now ? Oh ill-Starr'd wench, 
Pale as thy Smocke : when we shall mcete at compt. 
This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heaven, 
And Fiends will snatch at it Cold, cold, my Girle ? 
Even like thy Chastity. O cursed, cursed Slave ! 
Whip me ye Divels, 

From the possession of this Heavenly dght : 
Blow me about in windes, roast roe in Sulphure, 
Wash me in steepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 
Oh Detdemtm I dead DetdenuM : dead. Oh, oh 1 

Enter Lodovico, Ctuiio, Montana^ and lago^ with Oficere. 

Lod, Where is this rash, and most unfortunate man ? 

0th, That's be that was Othello: heere I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villaine forth. 

0th. I look down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou bee'st a Divell, I cannot kill thee. 

Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 

lago, I bleed Sir, but not killed. 

Othei, I am not sorry neither, U'd have thee live : 
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For in my senae, 'tis happinesae to die. 

Lod, Oh thou Othellof that was ooce so good, 
Faloe in the pradtise of a cursed Slave, 
What shall be saide to thee. 

Otb. Why any thing : 

An honourable Murderer, if 3rou will : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

LoiL This wretch hath part confest his Villany : 
Did you and he consent in Catnip t death. 

0th. I. 

Cos. Deere Generally I never gave you cause. 

0th. I do beleeve it, and I aske your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Divell, 
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my Soule and Body. 

lag. Demand me nothing : what you know, you know : 
From this time forth, I never will qpeake word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

0th. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod. Sir, 
You shall understand what hath befalne, 
(Which, as I thinke, you know not) heere is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the slaine Rodorigo^ 
And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Casno^ to be undertooke 
By Rodorigo. 

0th. O Villabe ! 

Castio, Most Heathenish, and most grosse. 

Lod. Now, heere's another discontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it seemes 
Rodorigo meant t'have sent this damned villaine : 
But that (belike) lago in the interim 
Came in, and satisfied him. 

0th. Oh thou pemitious Caitiffi^ : 

V came you (Caino) by that Handkerchiefe 
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That was my wires ? 

Ciusto. I found it in my Chamber : 

And he himselfe confest it but even now. 
That there he dropt it for a speciall purpose. 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Othel. O Foole, foole, fode ! 

Ccutlo. There is besides, in Rodorigo^s Letter, 
How he upbraides lago^ that he made him 
Brave me upon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was cast: and even but now he spake 
(After long seeming dead) lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod, You must forsake this roome, and go with us : 
Your Power, and your Conmiand is taken off, 
And Ceutio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Crueltie, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be his. You shall close Prisoner rest. 
Till that the Nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 

OtL Soft you ; a word or two before you goe : 
I have done the Sute some service, and they know't : 
No more of that I pray you in your Letters, 
When you shall these unluckie deeds relate, 
Speake of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate. 
Nor set downe aught in malice. 
Then must you speake. 
Of one that lov'd not wisely, but too well : 
Of one, not easily Jealious, but being wrought. 
Perplexed in the extreame : Of one, whose hand 
(Like the base Judean) threw a Pearie away 
Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whose subdu'd Eyes, 
Albeit un-used to the meldng moode. 
Drops teares as fast as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medidnable gunune. Set you downe this : 



204 The Tragedie of Othello^ act y. 

And say besides, that in Meppo once. 
Where a malignant, and a Tuibond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and tnuluc'd the State, 
I tooke by th'throat the circumcised Dogge, 
And smoate him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is spoke, b marr'd 

0th, I kist thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this. 
Killing my selfe, to djre upon a kisse. Djet. 

Cat. This did I feare, but thought he had no weapon : 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. Oh Sparton Dogge : 

More fell then Anguish, Hunger, or the Sea : 
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : 
This is thy worke : 
The Objed poysons Sight, 
Let it be hid. GnUuma^ keepe the house. 
And seize upon the Fortunes of the Moore, 
For they succeede on you. To you. Lord Goremor, 
Remaines the Censure of this hellish villaine : 
The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh infbrce it : 
My selfe will straight aboord, and ta the State, 
This heavie Ad, with heavie heart relate. Exeunt. 
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The Names of the Adlors. 

;ThellOy tbe Moore. 

Brabandoi Father to Detdemona. 

Caasio, an Honourable Lieutenant. 

lagOy a Ftttame. 
Rodorigo, a guIPd Gentient^m. 
Duke of Venice. 
Senatore, 

Montano, Govemour of Cyprus. 
Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodovico and Gratiano^ two Noble Venetians. 
Saylors, 
Clowne. 

DcfldemoDa, wife to Othello. 
Emilia, wife to lago. 
Bianca, a Curtezan. 




THE TRAGEDIE OF 

Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 



A6lus Primus. Sccsna Prima. 

Enter Demetriui and PiUo. 
Philo. 
Ay, but this dotage of our Generals 

Ore-flowes the measure : those his goodly eyes 
That or'e the Files and Musters of the Warre, 
Have glow'd like plated Mars : 
Now bend, now tume 
The Office and Devotion of their view 
Upon a Tawny Front His Captaines heart, 
Which in the scuffles of great Fights hath burst 
The Buckles on his brest, reneages all tenoper. 
And is become the Bellowes and the FaD 
To coole a Gypsies Lust. 

Fhurub, Enier jlnibony^ CUopaira, her LatBes^ the 
Traine^ with Eumubs fanming barm 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
(The Triple Pillar of the world) transformed 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and see. < 
CUo, If it be Love indeed, tell me how much. 
jint. There's beggery in the love that can be reckon'd. 
CUo. He set a bourne how fiure to be bebv'd. 
Ant. Then must thou oeedes finde oat new Heaven, new 
Earth. 
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ErUer a Messenger » 

Mes. Newes (my good Lord) from Rome. 

jfnt. Grates me, the fumme. 

Cleo. Nay heare them jinthtmy, 
Fuhia perchance b aogry : Or who knowes. 
If the scarse-bearded Casar have not sent 
His powrefull Mandate to you. Do this, or this ; 
Take in that Kingdome, and Infranchise that : 
Perform'ty or else we damne thee. 

jint. How, my love ? 

Cleo. Perchance ? Nay, and most like : 
You must not stay heere longer, your dismisnon 
Is come from Cdsar^ therefore heare it Anthony. 
Where's Fuivias Processe ? {Cssars 1 would say) both ? 
Call in the Messengers : As I am Egypts Queene, 
Thou blushest Anthony ^ and that Uood of thine 
Is Cssars homager : else so thy cheeke payes shame, 
When shrill-tonguM Fulvia scolds. The Messengers. 

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raing'd Empire fall : Heere is my space, 
Kbgdomes are clay : Our dungie earth alike 
Feeds Beast as Man ; the Noblenesse of life 
Is to do thus : when such a mutuall paire, 
And such a twaine can doo't, in which I binde 
One paine of punishment, the world to weete 
We stand up Peerelesse. 

Cleo. Excellent fidshood : 

Why did he marry Fuhia, and not love her ? 
He seeme the Foole I am not. Anthony will be himselfe. 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. 
Now for the love of Love, and her soft houres, 
Let's not confound the time with Conference harsh ; 
There's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now. What sport to night ? 
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Cieo, Heare the Ambassadors. 

jini, Yjt wrangling Queene : 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laagh, 
To weepe : whose every passion fuUy strives 
To make it selfe (in Thee) faire, and admir'd* 
No Messenger but thbe, and all alone, to night 
Wee'l wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queene, 
Last night you did desire it. Speake not to us. 

Exeunt tuitb tie Traine, 

Dem, Is Cdiar with Anthomut priz'd so slight ? 

Phiio, Sir sometimes when he is not jinthoivf^ 
He comes too short of that great Property 
Which still should go with Anthony. 

Denu I am full sorry, that hee approves the comnoon Lyar, 
who thus speakes of him at Rome ; but I will hope of better 
deeds to morrow. Rest you happy. Exeunt. 

Enter Enobarbus^ Lamfriui^ a Southsayer^ Ranmus^ LucUKui^ 
Charmian^ Iras^ Mardian the Eunueh^ and Alexai. 

Char. L. AlexaSy sweet Alexas^ most any thing Alexas^ almost 
most absolute Alexas^ where's the Soothsayer that you prais'd so 
to'th'Queene ? Oh that I knewe this Husband, which yoa say, 
must change his Homes with Garlands. 

Alex, Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will ? 

Char, Is this the Man ? Is't you nr that know things i 

Sooth. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecie, a little I can 
read. 

Alex. Shew him your band* 

Enob. Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine enough^ 
deopairds health to drinke. 

Char. Good sir, give me good Fortime. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char, Pray then, foresee me obe. 

VIII. o 
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Swab, Yoa shaD be yet &rre fms tfacn joa arc 

Char, He meaDCS in flesh. 

Jrai, No, yoa dnll point when joa are old. 

Char. Wrinkles fbriad. 

Jfltx* Vex not mi ptesoenoey be jtleulife. 

Char, rlodl. 

Sooth, Yoa ffaaD be more belowin^ then bdotcd. 

Char, I had rather heate my Liver with dnnkii^. 

Alex. Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now some excellent Fortune: Let mee be 
married to three Kings in a forenoooe, and Widdow them all : 
Let me have a Childe at fif^, to whom Herodt of Jewry may do 
Homage. Finde me to marrie me with OSavau Catar^ and com- 
panion me with my Mistris. 

Sooth. Yoa shall oat-live die Lady whom yoa senre. 

Char. Oh excdlent, I lore long life better then Figs. 

Sooth. Yoa hare seene and pfored a 6irer former fbrtone, then 
that which is to approach. 

Char, Then bdike my Children shall have no names : Prythee 
how many Boyes and Wenches most I hare. 

Sooth, If every of yoar wishes had a wombe, & foretell every 
wish, a Million. 

Char. Oat Foole, I fbrgire thee for a Witch. 

Akx, Yoa thinke none but your sheets are privie to your 
wishes. 

Char, Nay come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. Wee'l know all our Fortunes. 

Enob. KGne, and most of our Fortunes to night, shall be 
drunke to bed. 

Irat, There's a Palme presages Chastity, if nothing els. 

Char, E'ne as the o're-flowiog Nylus presageth Famine. 

Irat. Go you wilde Bedfellow, you cannot Soothsay. 

Char, Nay, if an oyly Palme bee not a firuitfull Prognostica- 
tion, I cannot scratch mine eare. Prythee tel her but a worky 
day Fortune. 
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Sooth, Your Fortunes are alike. 

Irat, But how, but how, give me particulan. 

Sooth, I have said. 

Iras, Am I not an inch of Fortune better then she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better then I 
where would you choose it. 

Iras, Not in my Husbands nose. 

Char, Our worser thoughts Heavens mend. 

Akxas, Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him mary a 
woman that cannot go, sweet /w, I beseech thee, and let her dye 
too, and give him a worse, and let worse follow worse, till the 
worst of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. 
Good h'u heare me this Prayer, though thon denie me a matter 
of more waight : good Isu I beseech thee. 

Irtu, Amen, deere Goddesse, heare that prayer of the people. 
For, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome man loose-Wiv'd, 
so it is a deadly sorrow, to beholde a fbule Knave uncuckolded : 
Therefore deere Ins keep decorum^ and Fortune him accordmgly. 

Char, Amen. 

jilex, Lo now, if it lay in their hands to make mee a Cuckold, 
they would make themselves Whores, but they'ld doo't. 

Enter Cleopatra, 

Enob. Hush, heere comes Atuhm^n 

Char. Not he, the Qoeene. 

Cleo, Sawe you, my Lord. 

Enob. No Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not heere ? 

Char. No Madam. 

Cleo. He was disposed to mirth, but on the todaine 
A Romane thought hath stiooke him. 
Enobarbus ? 

Enob, Madam. 

Cleo. Seeke him, and bring him hither : ^hs^% Alemas f 
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jilex. Heere at your aervice. 
My Lord approaches* 

Enter jintbmy^ vnih a Messenger. 

C/eo. We will not looke upon bim : 
Go with ua. Exeunt. 

Meuen, Fuhla thy Wife, 
First came into the Field. 

Jint. Against my Brother Lucius ? 

Messen. I : but soone that Warre had end. 
And the times state 

Made friends of them, joynting their force 'gainst Cdsar^ 
Whose better issue in the warre from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter drave them. 

jint. Well, what worst. 

Mess* The Nature of bad newes infeds the Teller. 

Ant. When it concemes the Foole or Coward : On. 
Things that are past, are done, with me. 'Tis thus, 
Who tels me true, though in this Tale lye death, 
I heare him as he Battered. 

Mes. Lahlenus (this is stiffe-newes) 

Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Asia : from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner shooke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, whil'st 

jint. Anthony thou would'st say, 

Mes. Oh my Lord. 

Ant. Speake to me home. 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
CUopatra as she is call'd in Rome : 
Raile thou m Fvhnds phrase, and taunt my faults 
With such full License, as both Truth and Malice 
Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth weeds. 
When our quicke windes lye still, and our illes told us 
Is as our earing : &re thee well awhile. 

Mes. At your Noble pleasure. Exit Messenger. 
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Enter (mother Messenger. 

Ani. From ^00011 how the newes ? Speake there. 

1. Met. The man from Sdcion^ 
Is there such an one ? 

2. Mei. He itayes upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appeare : 

These strong Egyptian Fetters I must breake^ 
Or loose my selfe in dotage. 

Enter another Messenger with a Letter. 
What are you ? 

3. Mes. Fuhna thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where dyed she. 

Mes. In Sckion^ her length of sicknesse. 
With what else more serioosy 
Importeth thee to know» this beares. 

Antho, Forbeare me 

There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts doth often hurle from ns» 
We wish it ours againe. The present pleasure, 
By reroltttion lowring, does become 
The opposite of it selfe : she's good being gon^ 
The hand could plucke her backe, that shov'd her on. 
I must from this enchanting Qoeene breake oflT, 
Ten thousand harmesy more then the illes I know 
My idlenesse doth hatch. 

Enter Enobarbus. 
How now Enoiarhtis. 

Eno. What's your pleasure, Sir i 

Anth. 1 must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. We see how mortall 
an unkindenesse is to them. If they taHkr our departure, death's 
the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno, Under a compelling an occasion, let women die. It were 
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pitty to cast them away for nothing, though betweene them and a 
great cause, they should be esteemed nothing. Cleopatra catching 
but the least Doyse of this, dies iostandy : I hare seene her dye 
twenty times uppon fame poorer moment: I do think there is 
mettle in death, which commits some loving a^ upon her, she hath 
such a celerity in dying, 
jtnU She is cunning past mans thought. 
Eno. Alacke Sir no, her passions are made of nothing but the 
finest part of pure Love. We cannot cal her winds and waters, 
sighes and teares : They are greater stormes and Tempests then 
Almanackes can report This cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, 
she makes a showre of Raine as weU as JoTe. 
jtni. Would I had never seene her. 

Eno, Oh sir, you had then left unseene a wonderfull peece of 
worke, which not to have beene blest withall, would have dis- 
credited your Travaile. 
jint. FuMa is dead. 
Eno. Sir. 

jfni. Fuhna is dead. 
Eno. Fuhiaf 
Jim. Dead. 

Eno. Why sir, give the Gods a thankefiill Sacrifice : when it 
pleaseth their Deities to take the wife of a man from him, it 
shewes to man the Tailors of the earth : comforting therein, that 
when olde Robes are wome out, there are members to make new. 
If there were no more Women but Fuhia^ then had you indeede 
a cut : and the case to be lamented : This greefe is crown'd with 
Consolation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petdcoate, and 
mdeed the teares live in an Onion, that should water this sorrow. 

Ant. The businesse she hath broached m the State, 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the businesse you have broach'd heere cannot be 
without you, especially that of Cieopatrt^s^ which whoUy depends 
on your abode. 
Ant. No more light Answeres : 
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Let our OfHcera 

Have notice what we purpose. I shall breake 
The cause of our Expedience to the Queene, 
And get her leave to part. For not alone 
The death of Fuiviof with more urgent touches 
Do strongly speake to us : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompehu 
Have given the dare to Cdiar^ and conunanda 
The Empire of the Sea. Our slippery people. 
Whose Love is never link'd to the deserver. 
Till his deserts are past, begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
Upon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in Blood and Life, stands up 
For the maine Souldier. Whose quality going on. 
The sides o'th'world may danger. Much is breeding. 
Which like the Coursers heire, hath yet but life. 
And not a Serpents poyson* Say our pleasme, 
To such whose places under us, require 
Our quicke remove from hence. 
Enob. I shall doo't. 

Enter Cleopatra^ Charmian, Aiexas^ and Iras. 

Cko. Where is he ? 

Cleo. I did not see him since. 

CUo, See where he is. 
Whose with him, what he does : 
I did not send you. If you finde him sad. 
Say I am dauncing : if in Myrth, report 
That I am sodaine sicke. Quicke, and returae. 

Char, Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerly. 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not ? 
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CL In each thing give him way, crooe him in nothing. 

Cleo, Thou teachest like a foole : the way to lose him. 

Char. Tempt him not 80 too fame. I wish forbeare. 
In time we hate that which we often feare. 

Enter jintbony. 
But heere comes jinilnmy. 

CUo. I am sicke^ and sullen. 

Jtn, I am sorry to gire breathing to my purpose. 

CUo. Helpe me away deere Cbarman^ I shall fall. 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of Nature 
Will not sttstaine it. 

jint. Now my deerest Queene. 

Cleo. IPny you stand farther from mee. 

jlnt. What's the matter ? 

Cleo, 1 know by that same eye therms sonoe good news. 
What sayes the married woman you may goe ? 
Would she had neTer given you leave to come. 
Let her not say 'tis I that keepe you heere. 
I hare no power upon you : Hers you are. 

jfnt. The Gods best know. 

Cieo» Oh nerer was there Queene 

So mightily betrayed : yet at the first 
I saw the Treasons planted, 

jfni. Cleopatra, 

Cleo. Why should I thinke you can be nune, & true, 
(Though you in swearing shake the Tliroaned Gods) 
Who have beene false to Fuhia f 
Riotous madnesse. 

To be entangled with those mouth-made Towes, 
Which breake themselves in swearing. 

AnU Most sweet Queene. 

Cleo, Nay pray you seeke no colour for your gomg, 
But bid farewell, and goe : 
When you sued staying. 
Then was the time for words : No going then. 
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Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, 
Bliaae in our browes bent : none our parts 80 poore. 
But was a race of Heaven. They are so still. 
Or thou the greatest Souldier of the world. 
Art tum'd the greatest Lyar. 

Ani. How now Lady ? 

Cleo» I would I had thy inches, thou should'st know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

jint. Heare me Queene : 

The strong necesnty of Time, commands 
Our Services a-while : but my full heart 
Remaines in use with you. Our Italy, 
Shines o're with civill Swords ; SexHu Pomfeius 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domesticke powers. 
Breed scrupulous ^^on : The hated growne to strength 
Are newly growne to Love : The condenm'd Fompey^ 
Rich in his Fathers Honor, creepes apace 
Into the hearts of such, as have not thrived 
Upon the present state, whose Numbers threaten. 
And quietnesse growne sicke of rest, would pui^e 
By any desperate change : My more particular. 
And that which most with you should safe my going. 
Is Fuhntu death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom 
It does from childishnesse. Can Fulvta dye \ 

AfU. She's dead my Queene. 
Looke heere, and at thy Soveraigne leysure read 
The Garboyles she awak'd : at the last, best. 
See when, and where shee died. 

Cko. O most false Love ! 

Where be the Sacred Violles thou should'st fill 
With sorrowfull water \ Now 1 see, I see, 
In Fuhiai death, how mine received shall be. 

Ani. Quarrell no more, but bee prepared to know 
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The parposes I beare : which are, or cease. 
As you shall giTe th^adrice. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus slimey I go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Servant, making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affedts. 

Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charman come. 

But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well. 
So jintbony loves. 

jini. My precious Queene fbrbeare. 

And give true evidence to his Love, which stands 
An honourable Triall. 

Cleo. So Fuhia told me. 

I prythee tume aside, and weepe for her. 
Then bid adiew to me, and say the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent dissembling, and let it looke 
Like perfed Honor. 

jfnt. Youl heat my blood no more ? 

Clto. You can do better yet : but this is meetly. 

jiai. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 

But this is not the best Looke prythee Cbarmian^ 
How this Herculean Roman do's become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

jfni. He leave you Lady. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word : 

Sir, you and I must part, but that's not it : 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, but there's not it : 
That you know well, something it is I would : 
Oh, my Oblivion is a very jintboHji 
And I am all forgotten. 

jint. But that your Royalty 

Holds Idlenesse your subject, I should take you 
For Idlenesse it selie. 

Cleo, 'Tis sweating Labour. 
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To beare such Idlenesse ao neere the heart 

As Cleopatra this. But Sir, forgive me, 

Smce my becommiogs kill me, when they do not 

Eye well to yoiu Your Honor calles you hence. 

Therefore be deafe to my unpittied Folly, 

And all the Gods go with yon. Upon yoor Sword 

Sit Lawrell vi^ory, and smooth soccesse 

Be strew'd before your feete. 

jfnt. Let us go* 

Come : Our separation so abides and flies. 
That thou redding heere, goes yet with mee ; 
And I hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee. 
Away. Exeutii. 

Enter Offaviur reading a Letter^ Leptdtu^ and 

tbdr Traine, 

Cat, You may see LepUus^ and henceforth know, 
It is not Catare Natnrall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the newes : He fishes, drinkes, and wastes 
The Lampes of night in revell : Is not more manlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience 
Or vouchsafe to thinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, who is th'abstrads of all faults, 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I must not thinke 

There are, evils enow to darken all his goodnesse : 
His faults in him, seeme as the Spots of Heaven, 
More fierie by nights Blacknesse $ Hereditarie, 
Rather then purchaste : what he cannot change. 
Then what he chooses. 

Cae. You are too indulgent. Let's graunt it is not 
Amisse to tumble on the bed of Ptolomy^ 
To give a Kingdome for a Mirth, to sit 
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And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slave, 

To reele the streets at noone, and stand the Bufiet 

With knaves that smels of sweate : Say this becoms him 

(As his composure must be rare bdeed. 

Whom these things cannot blemish) yet must Anthony 

No way excuse his foyles, when we do beare 

So great waight in his lightnesse. If he fill'd 

His yacancie with his Voluptuousnesses 

Full surfetSy and the drinesse of his bones. 

Call on him for't But to confound such time. 

That drummes him from his sport, and speakes as lowd 

As his owne State, and ours, 'tis to be chid : 

As we rate Boyes, who bemg mature in knowledge, 

Pawne their experience to their present pleasure. 

And so rebell to judgement. 

Enter a Meuenger. 

Lep. Heere's more newes. 

Met. Thy biddings have beene done, & eyerie houre 
Most Noble C^sar^ shalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at Sea, 
And it appeares, he is beloy'd of those 
That only have feard Caiar: to the Ports 
The discontents repaire, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

C£i. I should have knowne no lesse. 

It hath bin taught us from the primall state 
That he which is was wisht, untill he were : 
And the ebb'd man, 
Ne're loy'd, till ne're worth love, 
Comes feared, by being lack'd. This common bodie, 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge upon the Streame, 
Goes too, and backe, lacking the varying tyde 
To rot itselfe with motion. 

Mei, Csiar I bring thee word. 
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Memacrates and Menas famous Pyrates 
Makes the Sea serve them, which they eare and wound 
With keeks of every kinde. Many hot mrodes 
They make m Italy, the Borders Maritime 
Lacke blood to tbinke on't, and flush youth revolt. 
No vessell can peepe forth : but 'ds as soone 
Taken as seene : for Pompeyet name strikes more 
Then could his Warre resisted. 

Cdsar, jintbony^ 

Leave thy lascivious Vassailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from Medena^ where thou slew'st 
Hiriiw^ and Pausa Consuls, at thy heele 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'st against, 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Then Savages could suffer. Thou did'st drinke 
The stale of Horses, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beasts would cough at Thy pallat then did daine 
The roughest Berry, on the rudest Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stagge, when Snow the Pasture Sheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou brows'd. On the Alpes, 
It is reported thou did'st eate strange flesh. 
Which some did dye to looke on : And all this 
(It wounds thine Honor that I speake it now) 
Was borne so like a Soldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd not 

Lep, 'Tis pitty of him. 

Cms, Liet his shames quickely 
Drive him to Rome, 'tis time we twaine 
Did shew our selves i'th' Field, and to that end 
Assemble me immediate counsell, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlenesse. 

Lep, To morrow Cmsar^ 

I shall be fumisht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this present time. 
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Om. Indeed? 

Mim-. Not m deed Madam, fer I c» do 
Bat wliit in deede is hooeat to be done : 
Yet hsm I fieicc AA^iom, aid tiuUDe 
Wbat Vcnns dkl with Man. 

On. Oh rimrwrnm .« 

Where dnnk'it thoa he it nov ? Stads he^ or ati he ? 
Ordoeshe waike? Or ia he on hit hone ? 
Oh k^py hone to beaie the weight of .^lyiovf/ 
Do brardy Hone, for wot** thoa whom thoa moov^tt. 
The demy jitlai of thit Eaith, the Anne 
And Burgaoet of men. Hee't ^teaking now. 
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Or murmuiing, where's my Serpent of old Nyle, 
(For 80 he cals roe :) Now I feede my selfe 
With most delicious poyson. Thinke on me 
That am with Phoebus amorous pinches blacke. 
And wrinkled deepe in time. Bfx>ad-fronted C4uar^ 
When thou was't heere above the ground, I was 
A morsell for a Monarke : and great Pompey 
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my brow. 
There would he anchor his Aspe^^ and dye 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alexoifrom Csiar. 

Alex. Soveraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cko. How much unlike art thou Marke Anthony ? 
Yet comming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tmd gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brave Marie Antbome ? 

Alex. Last thing he did (deere Queene) 
He kist the last of many doubled kisses 
This Orient Pearle. His speech stickes in my heart. 

Cleo. Mine eare must plucke it thence. 

Alex, Good Friend, quoth he : 

Say the firme Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an Oyster : at whose foote 
To mend the petty present, I will peece' 
Her opulent Throne, with Kbgdomes. All the East, 
(Say Uiou) shall call her Mistris. So he nodded. 
And soberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede, 
Who neigh'd so hye, that what I would have ^ke. 
Was beastly dumbe by him. 

Cleo. What was he sad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'th'yeare, between the extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was not sad nor merrie. 

Cleo. Oh well divided disposition : Note him. 
Note him good Cbarmian^ 'tis the man : but note him. 
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He was not sad, for he would shine on those 

That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie. 

Which seem'd to tell them» his remembrance lay 

In Egypt with his joy, but betweene both. 

Oh heavenly mingle ! Bee'st thou sad, or merrie. 

The riolence of either thee becomes. 

So do's it no mans else. Met'st thou my Posts ? 

Akxm I Madam, twenty sererall Messengers. 
Why do you wnd so thicke ? 

Cleo. Who's borne that day, when I forgot to send to jlnibome^ 
shall dye a Begger. Inke and paper CbarmUuu Welcome my 
good AUxasm Did I ChanMon^ ever love C£sar so ? 

Char* Oh that brave Cetar I 

Cteo, Be choak'd with such another Emphasis, 
Say the brave Anthony. 

Char, The valiant Cstar. 

Cleo. By /r£r, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Csffor Paragon againe : 
My man of men. 

Ciar, By your most gracious pardon, 

I sing but after you. 

Cleo. My Sallad dayes. 

When I was greene in judgement, cold in blood. 
To say, as I saide then* But come, away. 
Get me Inke and Paper, 

He shall have every day a severall greeting, or He unpeople 
EgypL Exeunt. 

Enter Pompey^ MenecraUi^ and Menat^ m warUie manner. 

Pom. If the great Gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know worthy Pompey^ that what they do delay, they 
not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are sutors to their Throne, decayes the thing 
we sue for. 
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Mene, We ignorant of our selves, 

Begge often our owne harmes, which the wise Powrcs 
Deny us for our good : so finde we profit 
By loosing of our Prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love roe, and the Sea is mine ; 
My powers are Cressent, and my Auguring hope 
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marke Anthony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Casar gets money where 
He looses hearts : Lepidtu flatters both, 
Of both is flatter*d : but he neither loves. 
Nor either cares for him. 

Mene. Cdsar and Lepidui are in the field, 
A mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this ? Tis false. 

Mene. From Sihiust Sir. 

Pom. He dreames : I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony : but all the charmes of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra soften thy wand lip, 
Let Witchcraft joyne with Beauty, Lust with both, 
Tye up the Libertine in a field of Feasts, 
Keepe his Brame fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 
Sharpen with cloylesse sawce his Appetite, 
That sleepe and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even till a Lethied dulnesse— ^ 

Enter Varrhu. 
How now Varrhu ? 

Far. This is most certaioe, that I shall deliver : 
Marke Anthony is every hoore in Rome 
Expedted. Since he went from Egypt, 'tb 
A space for farther Travaile. 

Pom. I could have given lease matter 
A better eare. Menas^ I did not thioke 
This amorous Surfetter would hare donn'd his Helme 

VIII. p 
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For such a petty Warre ; His Souldierahip 
Is twice the other twaine : But let us reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
The neere Lust-wearied Anthony, 

Mene. I cannot hope, 

Cuiar and Anthony shall well greet together ; 
His Wife that's dead, did trespasses to C^tar^ 
His Brother wan'd upon him, although I thinke 
Not mov'd by Anthony. 

Ponu I luow not Meneu^ 

How lesser Enmities may give way to greater, 
Were't not that we stand up against them all : 
'Twer pregnant they should square between themselves. 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the feare of us 
May Ciment their divisions, and binde up 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Bee't as our Gods will have't \ it onely stands 
Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands 
Come Menus. Exeunt. 

Enter Enoharhui and LepUhu, 

Lef, Good Enoharhuif 'tis a worthy deed. 
And shall become you well, to intreat your Captaine 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Enoh» I shall mtreat him 

To answer like himselfe: if Csiar move him, 
Let Anthony looke over C^iari head. 
And speake as lowd as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Anthonse^s Beard, 
I would not shave't to day. 

Lep. 'Tis not a time fbr private stomacking. 

Eno. Every time serves fbr the matter that is then borne in't. 

Le^ But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first. 
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Lep, Your speech is passion : but pray you stirre 
No Embers up. Heere comes the Noble Anthony. 

Enter Anthony and Fentldius, 
Eno, And yonder Casar, 

Enter Cstar^ Meeenai^ and Agrifpa. 

Ant, If we compose well heere, to Parthia 2 
Hearke Ventidiut, 

Casar. I do not know Mecenai^ aske Agrippa, 

Lep, Noble Friends: 

That which combinM us was most great, and let not 
A leaner adHon rend us. What's amisse, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triyiall difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The rather for I earnestly beseech. 
Touch you the sowrest points with sweeteet tearmes, 
Nor curtnesse grow to'th'matter. 

Ant. 'Tis spoken well : 

Were we before our Armies, and to fight. 
I should do thus. Fhuruh. 

Cds. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant, Thanke you. 

C£s. Sit. 

Ant, Sit sir. 

Css. Nay then. 

Ant. I leame, you take things ill, which are not so : 
Or being, conceme you not. 

C£s. I must be laught at, if or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should say my selfe offended, and with you 
Chiefely i'th'world. More laught at, that I should 
Once name you derogately : when to sound your name 
It not concem'd me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt Casar^ what wast to you ? 

C£i. No more then my reciding heere at Rome 
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Might be to you in Egypt : yet if you there 
Did pradtise on my State, your being in Egjrpt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, pradlisM ? 

Csi, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres upon me, and their contestation 
Was Thearae for you, you were the word of warre. 

jint. You do mistake your busines, my Brother ne?er 
Did urge me in his A^ : I did inquire it, 
And have my Learning from some true reports 
That drew their swords with you, did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours, 
And make the warres alike against my stomacke. 
Having aJike your cause. Of this, my Letters 
Before did satisfie you. If you'l patch a quarrell, 

As matter whole you have to make it with, 

It must not be with this. 

C£j. You praise your selfe, by laying defeats of judgement to 

me : but you patcht up your excuses. 

jinl. Not so, not so : 

I know you could not lacke. I am certaine on't. 

Very necessity of this thought, that I 

Your Partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 

Could not with gracefull eyes attend those Warres 

Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit, in such another, 

The third oth'world is yours, which with a Snaffle, 

You may pace easie, but not such a wife. 

Efwbar. Would we had all such -wives, that the men might go 

to Warres with the women. 

jintb. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles (Cusar) 

Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 

Shrodenesse of poUcie to : I greeving grant. 

Did you too much disquiet, for that you must, 
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But say I could not helpe it ? 

Csior, I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Misive out of audience. 

jint. Sir, he fell upon me, ere admitted, then : 
Three Kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i'th'moming : but next day 
I told him of my selfe, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our strife : if we contend 
Out of our question wipe him. 

Cottar, You have broken the Article of your oath, which you 
shall never have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep, Soft Cssar, 

jint. No Lepidiu^ let him ipeake. 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now. 
Supposing that I lackt it : but on C^sar^ 
The Article of my oath. 

Csiar. To lend me Armes, and aide when I requir'd them, 
the which you both denied. 

jintL Negleded rather : 

And then when poysoned houres had bound me up 
From mine owne knowledge, as neerely as I may, 
He play the penitent to you. But mine honesty. 
Shall not make poore my greatnesae, nor my power 
Worke without it. Truth is, that Fuivia^ 
To have roe out of Egypt, made Warres heere. 
For which my selfe, the ignorant motive, do 
So farre aske pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To stoope in such a case. 

Lep. 'Tis Noble spoken. 

Mece. If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefes betweene ye : to foi^et them quite. 
Were to remember : that the present neede^ 
Speakes to attone you. 
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Lep, Worthily spoken Meceruu. 

Enobar, Or if you borrow one anothers Love for the instant, 
you may when you heare no more words of Pompey retume it 
againe : you shaU have time to wrangle in, when you have nothing 
else to do. 

Antb, Thou art a Souldier, onely speake no more. 

EfuA. That trueth should be silent, I had almost forgot. 

jinth. You wrong this presence, therefore speake no more. 

Enob, Go too then : your Considerate stone. 

Cusar, I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech : for't cannot be. 
We shall remaine in friendship, our conditions 
So dif&ing in their adts. Yet if I knew. 
What Hoope should hold us staunch from edge to edge 
AthVorld : I would persue it. 

Jigri. Give me leave Cssar, 

C^ior. Speake Agrtppa. 

Agri, Thou hast a Sister by the Mothers side, admir'd 
OSavia ? Great Mark Anthony is now a widdower. 

C^tar. Say not, say Agrippa; if Cleopater heard you, your 
proofe were well deserved of rashnesse. 

Anth, I am not marryed Cssar : let me heere Agrippa further 
speake. 

Agri, To hold you in perpetuall amitie. 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an un-slipping knot, take Anthony^ 
OSavia to his wife : whose beauty claimes 
No worse a husband then the best of men : whose 
Vertue, and whose generall graces, speake 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Jelousies which now seeme great. 
And all great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truth's would be tales. 
Where now halfe tales be truth's : her love to both. 
Would each to other, and all loves to both 
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Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke. 
For 'tis a studied not a present thought. 
By duty ruminated. 

Antb. Will Cusar speake ? 

Cmtar, Not till he heares how Anthony is toucht, 
With what is spoke already. 

Anib. What power is in Agrifpa^ 

If I would say Agrifpa^ be it so, 
To make this good ? 

C£sar» The power of Cssar^ 

And his power, unto Offavta. 

Antb. May I never 

(To this good purpose, that so fairely shewes) 
Dreame of impediment : let me have thy hand 
Further this adl of Grace : and from this houre. 
The heart of Brothers goveme in our Loves, 
And sway our great Designes. 

Caiar. There's my hands 

A Sister I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love so deerely. Let her live 
To joyne our kingdomes, and our hearts, and never 
Flie off our Loves againe. 

Lifi. Happily, Amen. 

Ant. I did not think to draw my Sword 'gainst Pompey^ 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great 
Of late upon me. I must thanke him onely. 
Least my remembrance, su£fer ill report : 
At heele of that, defie him. 

Lefi. Time cals upon\ 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought. 
Or else he seekes out us. 

Antb. Where lies he ? 

C£sar. About the Mount-Mesena. 

Antb. What is his strength by land ? 

Cdiar* Great, and encreasmg : 
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But by Sea he is an absolute Master. 

jinfh. So is the £inie, 

Would we had spoke together. Hast we for it. 
Yet ere we put our selves in Armes, dbpatch we 
The businesse we ha?e talkt of. 

C£sar, With most gladnetse. 

And do inWte you to my Sisten view. 
Whether straight He lead you. 

jfnth. Let us Lefidus not lacke your companie. 

Lep. Noble Anthony^ not sicknesse should detaine me. 

Flourish* Exit omnrs, 

Manet Enoharbus^ Agrifpa^ Micentu. 

Mec. Welcome from £gypt Sir. 

Eno* Halfe the heart of C^sar^ worthy Mteenas. My honour- 
able Friend Agrippa, 

Agri. Good Enobarlnti, 

Mece, We hate cause to be glad, that matters are so well 
disgested : you staid well by't in Egypt 

Enob. I Sir, we did sleepe day out of countenance : and made 
the night light with drinking. 

Mece, Eight Wilde-Boares rosted whole at a breakfast : and 
but twelve persons there. Is this true ? 

Eno. This was but as a Flye by an Eagle : we had much 
more monstrous matter of Feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. 

Mecenat. She's a most triumphant Lady, if report be square 
to her. 

Enoib, When she first met Marie Anthony 9 she purst up his 
heart upon the River of Sidnis. 

Agri, There she appeared indeed : or my reporter devis'd well 
for her. 

Eno, I will tell you. 
The Barge she sat in, like a bumisht Throne 
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
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Svcfl with the touches of thoK Flover-nft haoda» 
That yardj frame the office. From the Barge 
A Mnmge mvuible pa fum e hhs the aente 
Of the adjacent Wharfes. The Cittj cast 
Her people out upon her : and Jhuhmy 
Enthioo'd i'th'Market-place, did at alone» 
Whistling to'th'ayre : which but for Tacancie^ 
Had gone to gaze on CUopaier too» 
And made a gap in Nature. 
Jigru Rare Egipdan, 

Eno. Upon her landing, ^hahomy sent to her. 
Invited her to Supper : the replyed, 
It should be better, he became her guest : 
Which she entreated, our Courteous jlntbwiy^ 
Whom nere the word of no woman hard spcakr, 
Bemg baiber'd ten times o're, goes to the Feait i 
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And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 
For what his eyes eate onely. 

Agri. Royall Wench : 

She made great Cssar lay his Sword to bed. 
He ploughed her, and she cropt. 

Eno. I saw her once 

Hop forty Paces through the publicke streete. 
And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted. 
That she did make defed, perfedtion, 
And breathlesse powre breath forth. 

Mace, Now Anthony^ must leave her utterly. 

Eno, Never he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor custome stale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feede, but she makes hungry, 
Where most she satisfies. For vildest things 
Become themselves in her, that the holy Priests 
Blesse her, when she is Riggish. 

Mece. If Beauty, Wisedome, Modesty, can settle 
The heart of Anthony : Offavla is 
A blessed Lottery to him. 

jfgrip. Let us go. Good Pnobarbus^ make your selfe my 
guest, whilst you abide heere. 

Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt^ 

Enter Anthony ^ C£iar, OSavia hetweene them. 

Anth, The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes devide me from your bosome. 

Offa, All which time, before the Gods my knee shall bowe my 
prayers to them for you. 

Anth, Goodnight Sir. My OSavia 
Read not my blemishes in the worlds report : 
I have not kept my square, but that to come 
Shall all be done byth'Rule : good night deere Lady : 
Good night Sir. 

Cdior, Goodnight Exit. 



9c t. Anthony and Cleopatra. 235 

Emiar Soothsiuer. 

Antb. Now Sinah : you do wish your selfe m Egypt ? 

Sooib. Would I had never come from thence, nor you thither. 

jimt. If you can, your reason ? 

Sooib. I see it in my motion : haye it not in my tongue. 
But yet hie you to Egypt againe. 

jtnibo. Say to me, whose Fortunes shall rise higher 
Casari or mine ? 

Sooi. Csiars. Therefore (oh jfntbany) stay not, by his side 
Thy Daemon that thy spirit which keepes thee, is 
NoUe, CouragiouSy high unmatchable, 
Where Cdsari is not. But neere him, thy Angell 
Becomes a feare : as being o're-powrd, therefore 
Make space enough betweene you. 

jintb. Speake this no more. 

Sootb, To none but thee no more but : when to thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game. 
Thou art sure to loose : And of that Naturall lucke. 
He beats thee 'gainst the oddes. Thy Luster thickens. 
When he shines by : I say againe, thy spirit 
Is all affiaid to goveme thee neere him : 
But he away 'tis Noble. 

jintb. Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventignu I would speake with him. Exit, 

He shall to Parthia, be it Art or hap. 
He hath spoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our sports my better cunning faints. 
Under his chance, if we draw lots he speeds. 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, still of mine. 
When it is all to naught : and his Quailes ever 
Beate mine (in hoopt) at odd's. I will to Egypte : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
I'th'East my pleasure lies. Oh come F'eniigiuu 

Enter Veniigius. 
You must to Parthia, your Commissions ready : 
Follow me, and recive't. Exeunt. 



236 The Tragedie of acti. 

Enter JLepidut^ Mecentu and Agrippa. 

Leptdut. Trouble your selves do further : pray you hasten your 
Generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Marke Anthot^^ will e'ne but kisse Offavia, and 
wcele follow. 

Ltpi. Till I shall see you in your Souldiers dresse. 
Which will become you both : FarewelL 

Mece. We shall: as I conceive the joumeyi be at Mount 
before you Lepidtu. 

Lepi, Your way is shorter, my purposes do draw me much 
about, you'le win two dayes upon me. 

Both, Sir good successe. 

Lefu Farewell. Exeuiti, 

Enter decpater, Cbarmum^ Iroj, and Alexai, 

Cleo. Give me some Musicke : Musicke, moody fbode of us 
that trade in Love. 

Omnei. The Musicke, hoa. 

Enter Afardum the Eunuch, 

Cleo. Let it alone, let's to Billards : come Charmuuu 

Chan My arme is sore, best play with Mardian, 

Cleopa. As well a woman with an Eunuch plaide, as with a 

woman. Come you'le play with me Sir ? 
MarS, As well as I can Madam. 
Cleo. And when good will is shewed^ 

Though't come to short 

The A^or may pleade pardon. lie none dow» 

Give me mme Angle, weele to'th'River there 

My Musicke playing farre off. I will betray 

Tawny 6ne fishes, my bended hooke shall pierce 

Their slimy jawes, and as I draw them up, 

He thinke them every one an Antbot^f 

And say, ah ha ; y*are caught. 
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Char. 'Twas merry when you wager'd on your Angling, when 
your diver did hang a salt fish on his hooke which he with itT* 
vcncie drew up. 

Cieo. That time ? Oh times : 
I laught him out of patience : and that night 
I laught him into patience, and next morne. 
Ere the ninth houre, I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italie, 

Enter a Messenger, 
Ramme thou thy fruitefuU tidings in mine eares, 
That long time hath bin barren. 

Mes, Madam, Madam. 

Cleo. Anthonyf^s dead. 
If thou say so Villaine, thou kil'st thy Mistris : 
But well and free, if thou so yeild him« 
There is Gold, and heere 
My blewest vaines to kisse : a hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kissing. 

Mes. First Madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why there's more Gold. 
But sirrah marke, we use 
To say, the dead are well : bring it to that. 
The Gold I give thee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill uttering throate. 

Mes. Good Madam heare me. 

CUo. Well, go too I will : 

But there's no goodnesse in thy face if Anthony 
Be free and healthfull ; so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings. If not well. 
Thou shouldst come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man. 

Mes. Wilt please you heare me ? 

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak'st : 
Yet if thou say Anthony lives, 'tis well. 
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Or fiiends with Casar^ or not Captive to him. 
He set thee in a shower of Gold, and haile 
Rich Pearles upon thee. 

Mes. Madam, he's well. 

CUo. Well said. 

Meu And Friends with Citsar. 

Clto. Th'art an honest man. 

Meu CssoTf and he, are greater Friends then ever. 

Cico. Make thee a Fortune from me. 

Mei. But yet Madam. 

Clto. I do not like but yet, it does alay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet. 
But yet is as a Jaylor to bring foorth 
Some monstrous Malefadlor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter to mine eare. 
The good and bad together : he's friends with Cdsar^ 
In state of health thou saist, and thou saist, free. 

Met. Free Madam, no : I made no such report, ' 
He's bound unto OQavia, 

Cieo, For what good tume ? 

Mei, For the best tume i'th'bed. 

Cleo. I am pale Charmian, 

Met, Madam, he's married to Offavia, 

Cleo, The most infedious Pestilence upon thee. 

Strikei Urn dovfne 

Met. Good Madam patience. 

Cleo. What say you ? Slniei Inm 

Hence horrible Villaine, or He spume thme eyes 
Like balls before me : lie unhaire thy head, 

She halet Urn t^ atul down 
Thou shalt be whipt with Wyer, and stew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Met, Gracious Madam, 

I that do bring the newes, made not the match. 

(7&0, Say 'tis not so, a Province I will give thee, 
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And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'st 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 
And I will boot thee with what guilt beside 
Thy modestie can begge. 

Mes, He's married Madam, 

CUo, Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. Draw a knife. 

Met, Nay then lie runne : 

What meane you Madam, I have made no fault Exit, 

Char. Good Madam keepe your selfe within your selfe. 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some Innocents scape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt Egypt into Nyle : and kindly creatures 
Tume all to Serpents. Call the slave againe, 
Though I am mad, I will not byte him : Call \ 

Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him. 

These hands do lacke Nobility, that they strike 
A meaner then my selfe : since I my selfe 
Have given my selfe the cause. G)me hither Sir. 

Enter the Messenger agahu. 
Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad newes : give to a gracious Message 
An host of tongues, but let ill tydings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 

Mei. I have done my duty« 

Cleo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worser then I do. 
If thou againe say yes. 

Mei, He's married Madam. 

Clea. The Gods confound thee, 
Dost thou hold there still ? 

Mei. Should I lye Madame i 

Cleo. Oh, I would thoa didst : 

So halfe my Egypt were submerged and made 
A Cesteme for scal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence. 
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Had'st thou NareUitu in thy hcc to me. 

Thou would'st appeere roott ugly : He is married ? 

Mei, I crave your HighneMe pardon. 

Cleo, He IB married ? 

Mej, Take no ofience, that I would not offend you. 
To punnith me for what you make me do 
Seemes much unequall, he's married to Oaavia. 

Cleo. Oh that his fault should make a knave of thee. 
That art not what th'art sure o£ Get thee hence. 
The Marchandize which thou hast brought from Rome 
Are all too deere for me : 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by em. 

Char, Good your Highnesse patience. 

Cieo. In praysing jintbot^^ I have disprais'd Cstsar. 

Char, Many times Madam. 

CUo. I am paid for't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh /mx, Cbarman : 'tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of 03avia : her yeares. 
Her incliuadon, let him not leave out 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go, let him not Charrman^ 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall she is : pitty me Charmum, 
But do not speake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. Exeunt, 

Flouruh. Enter Pompty^ at one doore with Drum and Trumpet : 
at another C^sar^ Lefiduiy Anthony^ Enoharhus^ Mecenas^ 
Agrippa^ Menai with Souldiert Marching, 

Pom, Your Hostages I have, so have you mine : 
And we shall talke before we fight. 

Citsar, Most meete that first we come to words, 
And therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent, 
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Which if thou hast considered, let us know. 
If Will tye up thy discontented Sword» 
And carry backe to Cicelie much tall youth. 
That else must perish heere. 

Pom, To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chiefe Factors for the Gods. I do not know. 
Wherefore my Father should revengers want. 
Having a Sonne and Friends, since JuTtus Citsar^ 
Who at Phillippi the good Brutuf ghosted. 
There saw you labouring for him. What was't 
That mov'd pale Ciusius to conspire ? And what 
Made all- honored, honest, Romaine Brutus ^ 
With the arm'd rest, Courtiers of beautious fiieedome. 
To drench the Capitoll, but that they would 
Have one man but a man, and that his it 
Hath made me rigge my Navie. At whose burthen. 
The anger'd Ocean fomes, with which I meant 
To scourge th'ingratitude, that despightfull Rome 
Cast on my Noble Father. 

Caesar. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou can'st not feare us Pompey with thy sailes. 
Weele speake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'st 
How much we do o're-count thee. 

Pom. At Land indeed 

Thou dost orecount me of my Fathers house : 
But since the Cuckoo buildes not for himselfe, 
Remaine in't as thou maist. 

Lefi. Be pleas'd to tell us, 

(For this is from the present how you take) 
The offers we have sent you. 

Cdsar. There's the point. 

jint. Which do not be entreated too, 
But waigh what it is worth imbrac'd. 

Citsar. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 

VIIL ft 
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ACT I. 



Pom, You have made me ofier 
Of Cicelie, Sardinia : and I most 
Rid alJ the Sea of Pirats. Then, to tend 
Measures of Wheate to Rome : this greed upon. 
To part with unhackt edges, and beare backe 
Our Targes undinted. 

Omneu That's our ofier. 

Pofiu Know then I came before you heere» 
A man prepared 

To take this offer. But Marke jlnthomfy 
Put me to some impatience : though I loose 
The praise of it by telling. You must know 
When C£sar and your Brother were at blowes. 
Your Mother came to Cicelie, and did finde 
Her welcome Friendly. 

Ant, I have heard it Pompey^ 

And am well studied for a liberall thanks. 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have 3rour hand : 

I did not thinke Sir, to have met you heere. 

Ant, The beds i'th'East are soft, and thanks to you. 
That cal'd me timelier then my purpose hither : 
For I have gained by't. 

Cmtar. Since I saw you last, ther's a change upon you. 

Pom, Well, I know not, 
What counts harsh Fortune cast's upon my face, 
But in my bosome shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassaile. 

Lep. Well met heere. 

Pom, I hope so Lepidus^ thus we are agreed : 
I crave our composion may be written 
And seal'd betweene us. 

Cdsar, That's the next to do. 

Pom, Weele feast each other, ere we part, and lett's 
Draw lots who shall begm. 
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jint. That will I Pompey, 

Pompey. No Anthony take the lot : bat first or last, your fine 
Egyptian cookerie shall have the same, I have heard that JuRus 
Cdsar^ grew fat with feasting there. 

jinth. You have heard much. 

Pom, I have faire meaning Sir. 

Ant, And faire words to them. 

Pom, Then so much have I heard^ 
And I have heard Afpoiodonu carried 

Eno, No more that : he did so. 

Pom, What I pray you ? 

Eno, A certaine Queene to Catar in a Matris. 

Pom. I know thee now, how far'st thou Souldier? 

Eno. Welly and well am like to do, for I perceive 
Foure Feasts are toward. 

Pom, Let me shake thy hand, 

I never hated thee : I have seene thee fight^ 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Enob, Sir, I never lov'd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye. 
When you have well deserv'd ten times as much, 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Injoy thy plainnease, 

It nothing ill becomes thee : 
Aboord my Gaily, I invite you all. 
Will you leade Lords ? 

All. Shew's the way, sir. 

Pom. Come. Exeunt. Manet Enob, isf Menai. 

Men. Thy Father Pompey would neYe have made this Treaty. 
You, and I have knowne sir. 

Enob. At Sea, I thinke. 

Men, We have Sir. 

Enob, You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by Land 

Enob, I will praise any man that wUl praise me, thogh it 
cannot be denied what I have done by Land. 
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Men, Nor what I hare done by water. 

Enob. Yes some-thing you can deny for your owne safety: 
you have bin a great Theefe by Sea. 

Meiu And you by Land. 

Enob, There I deny my Land service: but give mee your 
hand Menas^ if our eyes had authority, heere they might take 
two Theeves kissing. 

Men. All mens laces are true, whatsomere their hands are. 

Enob. But there is never a fayre Woman, ha's a true Face. 

Men, No slander, they steale hearts. 

Enob. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is tum'd to a Drinking. 
Pompcy doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. If he do, sure he cannot weep't backe againe. 

Men, Y'have said Sir, we look'd not for Marke Anthony 
heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Enob. Cssari Sister is call'd OSavia. 

Men. True Sir, she was the wife of Caiui Marcellus, 

Enob. But she is now the wife of Marcus Anthonius, 

Men, Pray'ye sir. 

Enoh. 'Tis true. 

Men, Then is C£sar and he, for ever knit together. 

Enob. If I were bound to Divine of this unity, I wold not 
Prophesie so. 

Men. I thinke the policy of that purpose, made more in the 
Marriage, then the love of the parties. 

Enob. I thinke so too. But you shall finde the band that 
seemes to tye their friendship together, will bee the very strangler 
of their Amity : OSavia is of a holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

Eno. Not he that himselfe is not so : which is Marke Anthony : 
he will to his Egyptian dish againe: then shall the sighes of 
03avia blow the fire up in C^iar, and (as I said before) that 
which is the strength of their Amity, shall prove the immediate 
Author of their variance. Anthony will use his afFedion where 
it is. Hee married but his occasion heere. 
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Men. And thus it may be. Come Sir, Mrill you aboord ? I 
have a health for you. 

Etiob, I shall take it sir : we have us'd our Throats in Egypt. 
Men. Come, let's away. Exeunt. 

Musicke pi ayes. 
Enter two or three Servants with a BanheL 

1 Heere they'l be man : some o'th'their Plants are ill rooted 
already, the least winde i'th'world wil blow them downe. 

2 Lefidus is high Conlord. 

1 They have made him drinke Almes drinke. 

2 As they pinch one another by the disposition, hee cries out^ 
no more; reconciles them to his entreatie, and himselfe to'th' 
drinke. 

1 But it raises the greater warre betweene him & his dis- 
cretion. 

2 Why this it is to have a name in great mens Fellowship : I 
had as live have a Reede that will doe me no service, as a Parti- 
zan I could not heave. 

I To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to be seene to 
move in't, are the holes where eyes should bee, which pittifully 
disaster the cheekes. 

A Sennet sounded. 

Enter Cssar^ Anthony y Pompey^ Lepidus^ Agrippa^ Mecenas^ 

EnobarbuSy Menes^ with other Captaines. 

Ant. Thus do they Sir; they take the flow o'th'Nyle 
By certaine scales i'th'Pyramid : they know 
By'th'height, the lownesse, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus swels. 
The more it promises : as it ebbes, the Seedsman 
Upon the slime and Ooze scatters his graine. 
And shortly comes to Harvest. 

Lep. Y'have strange Serpents there ? 

Anth, I Lepldus. 
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Lrp. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud by the 
operation of your Sun : 'so is your Crocodile. 

jittt. They are so. 

Pom, Sity and some Wine : A health to LepiJui, 

Lep, I am not so well as I should be : 
But He ne're out. 

Ew^, Not till you have slept : I feare me you'l bee in till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Ptolomies Pyramisis are 
very goodly things : without contradiction I have heard that 

Menas. Pompey^ a word. 

Pomp, Say in mme eare, what is't 

Men, Forsake thy seate I do beseech thee Captaine, 
And heare me speake a word. 

Pom. Forbeare me till anon. Whispers in^s Eare, 

This Wine for Lepidus. 

Lep, What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 

AfU, It is shap'd sir like it selfe, and it is as broad as it hath 
bredth ; It is just so high as it is, and mooves with it owne organs. 
It lives by that which nourisheth it, and the Elements once out 
of it, it Transmigrates. 

Lep, What colour is it of ? 

jint. Of it owne colour too. 

Lep, 'Tis a strange Serpent. 

jint, 'Tis so, and the teares of it are wet. 

C£s, Will this description satisfie him ? 

jint. With the Health that Pompey gives him, else he is a very 
Epicure. 

PoH^, Go hang sir, hang : tell me of that? Away : 
Do as I bid you. Where's this Cup I call'd for ? 

Men, If for the sake of Merit thou wilt heare mee, 
Rise from thy stook. 

Pom, I thinke th'ait mad : the matter ? 

Men, I have ever held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 

Pom, Thou hast serv'd me with much faith ? what's else to say ? 
Be jolly Lords. 
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jinib. These Quicke-sands Lefidut^ 

Keepe off them, for you sbke. 

Men* Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 

Pmm. What saist thou ? 

• Mem* Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world \ 
That's twice* 

Pom, How should that be ? 

Men, But eutertaine it, and though thou thinke me poore, I am 
the man will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunke welL 

Men* No Pompey^ I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove : 
What ere the Ocean pales, or side indippes. 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pcm. Shew me which way ? 

Men* These three World-sharers, these Competitors 
Are in thy yessell. Let me cut the Cable, 
And when we are put off, fall to their throates : 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done, 

And not have spoke on't. In me 'tis villanie. 
In thee, 't had bin good service : thou must know, 
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour it, Repent that ere thy tongue. 
Hath so betraide thine ade. Being done unknowne, 
I should have found it afterwards well done. 
But must condenme it now : desist, and drinke. 

Meti* For this, lie never follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 

Who seekes and will not take, when once 'ds ofFer'd, 
Shall never finde it more. 

Pom, This health to LepUtut* 

jitU, Beare him ashore, 
He pledge it for him Pompey* 
Eno* Heere's to thee Memu, 
Men. Enoharhu, welcome. 
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Ptm, Fin dQ the cup be bid. 

Em. There's a fCroag Fdlow JKbmi. 

Mm. Wliy? 

Em. A beans the tbird port of the world mm: srskdoi? 

Mem, The diifd pait, dien he is dnmk: would il were all, 
that it m^it go 00 whedes. 

Em9, Drioke thou : encrease the Reeled 

Mem. Come. 

Pcm. This is not yet an Akxandnan Feast. 

Ami. It r^)en's towards it : strike the Vessels hoa. 
Hccre's to C^sar. 

Ciuar. I could well forbear^t, it's moostroos labour when I 
wash my bndney and it grow fouler. 

Ami. Be a Child o'th'time. 

Cmot, Tomnte it, De make answer : but I had rather fast from 
ally foare dayes, then drinke so mnch in one. 

Enoh. Ha my braTe Emperoor, shall we daunce now the 
Egyptian Backenalsy and celebrate our drinke ? 

Pom. Let's ha't good Souldier. 

Ant, Come, let's all take hands^ 
im that the conquering Wine hath steep't our sense, 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno, All take hands : 

Make battery to our eares with the loud Musicke, 
The while. He place you, then the Boy shall smg. 
The holding every man shall beate as loud. 
As his strong sides can yolly. 

Muticke Playei. Enobarbtu placet them band in band. 

The Song. 

Come tbou Monarcb of tbe Vme^ 
Plumpie BaccbtUy wUb finke eyne : 
In thy Fattes our Cares he drown* d^ 
Wtth thy Grapes our bairet he Crowned, 

Cup us till the world go rounds 

Cup us till tbe world go round. 
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Cstsar, What would you more ? 
Pompey goodnight Good Brother 
Let me request you of our grayer bunnesse, 
Frownes at this levitie. Gentle Lords let's part. 
You see we have burnt our cheekes. Strong Enoharhe 
Is weaker then the Wine, and mine owne tongue 
Spleet's what it speakes : the wilde disguise hath almost 
Antickt us alL What needs more words ? goodnight. 
Good Anthony your hand. 

Pom, He try you on the shore. 

jintb. And shall Sir, gives your hand. 

Pom, Oh Anthony^ you have my Father house. 
But what, wc are Friends ? 
Come downe into the Boate. 

Eno, Take heed you ^1 not Menas, He not on shore, 
No to my Cabin : these Drummes, 
These Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 
To these great Fellowes. Sound and be hang'd, sound out. 

Sound a Ftouriib with Drummet, 

Enor. Hoo saies a there's my Cap. 

Men. Hoa, Noble Captaine, come. Exeunt. 

Enter VentuSm at it were In triumphy the dead body of Pacorui 

borne before bim. 

Ven. Now darting Parthya an thou stroke, and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Craitui death 
Make me revenger. Beare the Slings Sonnes body. 
Before our Army thy Pacorui Oradei^ 
Paies this for Marcui Cnuiui. 

Romaine. Noble F'entiduUj 

Whil'st yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurre through Media, 
Mesapotamia, and the shelters, whether 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captaine Antbony 
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Shall set thee on triumphaDt Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 

Fen. Oh Sslimi, Si&ui, 

I have done enough. A lower place note well 
May make too great an ad. For leame this Sil&u^ 
Better to leave undone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we serves away. 
Cit/ar and jintbonyy have ever wonne 
More in their officer, then person. Soithu 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Which he atchiv'd by'th'minute, lost his Eivour. 
Who does i'th'Warres more then his Captaine can. 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldiers vertue) rather makes choise of losse 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do jlntbonius good. 
But 'twould of!end him. And in his ofienoe. 
Should my performance perish. 

Rom, Thou hast Ventidiui that, without the which a Souldier 
and his Sword graunts scarce distinction : thou wilt write to 
Anthony. 

Ven. lie humbly signifie what in his name. 
That magicall word of Warre we have effeded, 
How with his Banners, and his well paid ranks. 
The nere-yet beaten Horse of Parthia, 
We have jaded out o'th Field. 

Rom, Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purposeth to Athens, whither with ^idiat hast 
The waight we must convay with's, will permit : 
We shall appeare before lum. On their, passe along. Exeunt. 

Enter jigrifpa at one doore^ Enobarbiu at anoher, 

jigri. What ait the Brothers parted ? 

Eno. They have dispatcht with Pompey^ be is gone. 
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The other three are Sealing. Offavia weepes 
To part finom Rome : Qfsar is lad, and LepUku 
Since Pompey^t feast, as Metuu saies, is troubled 
With the Greene-Sicknesse. 

jigri. Tis a Noble Lefidus, 

Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loyes Cmsar. 

Agri, Nay but how deerely he adores Mark Anlbmy* 

Eno. Citsar ? why he's the Jupiter of men. 

Ant, What's Anthony^ the God of Jupiter ? 

Eno. Spake you of Cmsar ? How, the non-pareill ? 

Agri. Oh Anthony f oh thou Arabian Bird ! 

Eno, Would you praise C^sar^, say Cstar go no further. 

Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praises. 

Eno, But he loves Cssar best, yet he loTes Anthony : 
Hoo Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thinke, speake, cast, write, sing, number : hoo. 
His love to Anthony, But as for Casar^ 
Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wonder. 

Agri. Both he loves. 

Eno, They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, for 
This is to horse : Adieu, Noble Agrippa, 

Agri, Good Fortune worthy Souldier, and farewell. 

Enter Cmot, Anthony^ Lepidtu^ and Offavia, 

Antho. No further Sir. 

Ciuar. You take finom me a great part of my selfe : 
Use me well in't. Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my farthett Band 
Shall passe on thy approofe : most Noble Anthaiy^ 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is set 
Betwixt us, as the Cyment of our love 
To keepe it builded, be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortresse of it : for better might we 
Have lov'd without this meane, if on both pans 
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This be not cherisht 

AnL Make me not offendedy in your distrust* 

Cmsot. I have said. 

AnL You shall not finde, 

Though you be therein curious, the lest cause 
For what you seeme to feare, so the Gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romaines serve your ends : 
We will heere part. 

C£4ar, Farewell my deerest Sister, fare thee well. 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort : farethee weU. 

Oa(u My Noble Brother. . 

jinth. The Aprill's in her eyes, it is Lovet spring. 
And these the showers to bring it on : be cheerfull. 

03a, Sir, looke well to my Husbands house : and — 

Cdiar. What Oaavta? 

08a, lie tell you in your eare. 

jint. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart informe her tongue. 
The Swannes downe feather 
That stands upon the Swell at the of full Tide : 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno, Will C£sar wccpe ? 

jigr. He ha's a cloud in's face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a Horse so is he 
being a man. 

jigri. Why Enobarbus: 
When jlnthony found JuRut Cmsar dead. 
He cried almost to roaring : and he wept. 
When at Phillippi he found Brutus slaine. 

Eno, That yeare indeed, he was troubled with a rume. 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd, 
Beleev't till I weepe too. 

C£iar, No sweet Oaavta^ 

You shall heare from me still : the time shall not 
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Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come Sir, conoe. 

He wrastle with you in my strength of love, 
JLooke heere I have you, thus I, let you go^ 
And give you to the Gods. 

C£tar, Adieu be happy. 

Lep. Let all the number of the Starres give light 
To thy feire way. 

C£sar. Farewell, farewell. Kisses OSavia, 

Ant. Farewell. 

Trumpets sound. Exeunt, 

Enter Cleopatra^ Cbamuany Iras^ and Alexas, 

Cleo, Where is the Fellow > 

Alex. Halie afeard to come. 

Cieo. Go too^ go too : Come hither Sir. 

Enter the Messenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majestie : Herod oS Jury dare not lo(^ upon you, 
but when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herods head. He have : but how ? When Anthony 
is gone, through whom I might commaund it : Come thou 
neere. 

Mes. Most gracious Majestie. 

Clio. Did'st thou behold OQawa? 

Mes, I dread Queene. 

Clio. Where? 

Mes. Madam in Rome, I lookt her in the face : and saw her 
led betweene her Brother, and Marhe Anthony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me ? 

Mes. She is not Madam. 

Cleo. Didst heare her speake ? 
Is she shrill tongu'd or low ? 

Mes. Madam, I heard her speake she is low ToicM. 

Cleo. That's not so good : he cannot like her long. 
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Clkir. Like her ? Oh //» •• *U8 isapomtlt. 

Cleo, I thinke to Ckarmiam: doD of toogoe, flc dwarfiik 
What Majetde is in her gate, remeiiiber 
If ere thou look'st oo Majestic. 

Mes, She creepes : her motioo, & her Matioo are at one; 
She shewes a body, rather then a life, 
A statue, then a Breather. 

Cleo, Is this certaine ? 

Mes. Or I hare no observance. 

Cba, Three in Egypt cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He's very knowing, I do percdr't. 
There's nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow ha's good judgement 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guesse at her yeares, I prythee. 

Meet, Madam, she was a widdow. 

Cleo, Widdow I Charrman^ hearke. 

Mes. And I do thinke she's thirtie. 

Cle, Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is't Icmg or round ? 

Mees, Round, even to faultinesse. 

Cleo, For the most part too, they are foolish that are so. Her 
haire what colour ? 

Meet, Browne Madam : and her forehead 
As low as she would wish it. 

Cleo. There's Gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpenesse ill, 
I will imploy thee backe againe : I finde thee 
Most fit for businesse. Go, make thee ready. 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is so : I repent me much 
That so I harried him. Why me think's by him. 
This Creature's no such thing. 

Char, Nothing Madam. 

Cleo. The man hath seene some Majesty, and should know. 
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Char, Hath he seene Majestie ? his else defend : and serving 
you so long. 

Ckopa, I have one thing more to aske him yet good Chat' 
man : but 'tis no matter, thou shalt bring him to me where I will 
write ; all may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you Madam. Exeunt, 

Enter Anthony and Offavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay Offavia^ not onely that. 
That were excusable, that and thousands more 
Of semblable import, but he hath wag'd 
New Wanes 'gainst Pompey. Made his will, and read it. 
To publicke eare, spoke scaotly of me. 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour : cold and sickly 
He vented then most narrow measure : lent me, 
When the best hint was given him : he not look% 
Or did it from his teeth. 

OSavi, Oh ray good Lord, 

Beleeve not all, or if you must beleeve, 
Stomacke not all. A more unhappie Lady, 
If this devision chance, ne're stood betweene 
Praying for both parts : 
The good Gods wil mocke me presently, 
When I shall pray : Oh blesse my Lord, and Husband, 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud. 
Oh blesse my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and distroyes the prayer, no midway 
'Twixt these extreames at all 

Ant. Gentle OBawa^ 

Let your best love draw to that point which seeks 
Best to preserve it : if I loose mine Honour, 
I loose my selfe : better I were not yours 
Then youra so branchlesse. But as you requested. 
Your selfe shall go between's, the roeane time Lady, 
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Ik rmat the pRpancm of a Wanr 

Shall maaaae tout Bradier, make toot soooeil hM^ 

So your duiics are joonL 

Off. Tkanki to wkj Loni, 

The Jove of power make me BOit veake^ BOit wcdue. 
Too leco D c fl er : Warm 'twixt job tvaine woold be^ 
As if the world diooki ckate, and that daine men 
Shan toader iq> the RifL 

Amih. When it a|j|iceres to joa where thit begins^ 
nTanie your dtspieanre that way, for our noka 
Can never be ao eqoall, that yoor love 
Can eqoallT mofe with tbem. t luiHle your gong, 
Cbooae your owne company, and commuid what coit 
Your heart he's mind too. ExamL 



Emo. How now Friend Ert ? 

Enu. Ther's strange Newes come Sir. 

JE:flo. What man ? 

Ero. C^tsar & Lefidms hare made warres npon Pam^. 

Emo. This is cJd, what is the toccesse ? 

Enu» Cmsar having made nae of him in the warm 'gaintt 
Pompey : presendy denied him rirality, would not let him 
partake in the glory of the adion, and oot resting heie, accuses 
him of Letters he had formerly wrote to Pmmpey. Upon his 
owne appeale seizes him, so the poore third is up, till death 
enlarge his Confine. 

Emo. Then would thou hadst a paire of chaps no more, and 
throw betweene them all the food thou hast, they'le grinde the 
other. Where's Antbotty ? 

Eros. He's walking in the garden thus, and ^mes 
The rush that lies before him. Cries Foole Lefidus^ 
And threau the throate of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 

Em. Our great Navies rig'd. 
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Eros. For Italy and Cssar^ more DomiihUf 
My Lord denres yoo presently : my Newet 
might have told heareafter. 

£no, 'Twill be naught, but let it be : bring me to Anthony. 
Eros. Come Sir. Exeunt, 

Enter Agrifpa^ Mecenas^ and Ciuar. 

C£s, Contemning Rome he ha's done all this, & more 
In Alexandria : heere's the manner oPt : 
I'th'Market-piace on a Tribunall silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himselfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enthroned : at the feet, sat 
Citiarion whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 
And all the unlawfull issue, that their Lust 
Since then hath made betweene them. Unto her. 
He gave the stablishment of Egypt, made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, absolute Queene. 

Mece, This in the publike eye ? 

Cstar, I'th'common shew place, where they exercise,. 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander. To Piokmy he assigned, 
Syria, Silicia, and Phceneda : she 
In th'abiliments of the Goddesse his 
That day-appeer'd, and oft before gave audience. 
As 'tis reported so. 

Mece. Let Rome be thus informed.- 

Agri, Who queazie with his insolence already. 
Will their good thoughts call finom him. 

Casar. The people knowes it. 
And have now received his accusations. 

Agri, Who does he accuse \ 

Citsar. C^sar^ and that having m Cicilie 
Sexhu Pompntu spoiled, we had not rated him 
His part o'th'Isle. Then does he say, he kot roe 

VIIL I. 
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Some shipping unreBtor'd. Laady, he frets 

That Lefidiu of the Triompheratey should be depos'd^ 

And being that, we detaine all his Revenue. 

Agru Sir, this should be answered. 

Cmsar. Tis done already, and the Messenger gone : 
I have told him Lepidus was growne too cruell, 
That he his high Authority abus'd, 
And did deserve his change : for what I have conquer^d^ 
I grant him part : but then in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquered Kingdoms, I demand the like. 

Mec. Heel never yeeld to that. 

Cst, Nor must not then be yeelded to m this. 

Enter Offavia with her Trainee 

08a. Haile deiar^ and my L. haile most deere Caiarm 

Casar, That ever I should call thee Cast^away. 

03a. You have not call'd me so, nor have you cause. 

Cits. Why have you stoln upon us thus ? you come not 
Like Cdsars Sister. The wife of Anthony 
Should have an Army for an Usher, and 
The neighes of Horse to tell of her approach. 
Long ere she did appeare. The trees by th'way 
Should have borne men, and expe&ation fiinted. 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the Roofe of Heaven, 
Raised by your populous Troopes : But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love ; which left unshewne. 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By Sea, and Land, supplying every Stage 
With an augmented greetmg. 

03a. Good my Lord, 

To come thus was I not constrained, but did it 
On my free-wilL My Lord Marke Anthony f 
Hearing that yon prepared fi>r Warre^ acquainted 
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My greeved eare withaU : whereon I begg'd 
His pardon for returne. 

C£s. Which soone he granted* 

Being an abstract 'tweene hit Lost, and him. 

OSa. Do not say so, my Liord. 

C£s. I have eyes upon himt 

And his affaires come to me on the wind : wher is he now? 

Oaa, My Lord, in Athens. 

Cssar, No my most wronged Sister, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given hit Empire 
Up to a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o'th'earth for Warre. He hath assembled, 
Bocbus the King of Lybia, jfrehilaui 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelfihoi King 
Of Paphlagonia : The Thracian King MullaSf 
King Mauchut of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Jewry, Mltbridates King 
Of Comageat, PoUmen and Anuntai^ 
The Kings of Mede, and Licoania, 
With a more larger List of Scepters. 

08a, Aye me most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends* 
That does afflid each other. 

Cits. Welcom hither : your Letters did with-holde oar break- 
ing forth 
Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger : cheere your heart, 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O're your content, these strong necessities, 
But let determined things to destinie 
Hold unbewayl'd their way. Welcome to Rome, 
Nothing more deere to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the marke of thought : and the high Gods 
To do you Justice, makes his Ministers 
Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort. 
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And erer welcom to ot. 

^igr^ Welcome Lady. 

Mec. Welcome deere Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does love and pttty yoo, 
Onely th'adulteroua Amthmitf^ roost lai^ 
In hit abhominatioiMy tames you off. 
And gives his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noyses it against us. 

Oaa. Is it so sir ? 

C4ts. Most certaine : Sister welcome : pray you 
Be ever knowne to patience. My deer'st Sister. Exeunt. 

Enter Cleopatra^ and Enobarhts, 

Cleo, I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Eno. But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou hast forespoke my being in these warres. 
And say'st it is not fit 

Ena. Well : is it, is it. 

CUo. If not, denounced against us, why should not we be there 
m person. 

Enoh, Well, I could reply : if wee should serve with Horse 
and Mares together, the Horse were meerly lost: the Mares 
would beare a Soldiour and his Horse. 

Cleo. What is't you say ? 

Enob, Your presence needs must puzzle Anthony^ 
Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time. 
What should not then be spar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for Levity, and 'tis said in Rome, 
That Photinui an Eunuch, and your Maides 
Mannage this warre. 

CUo. Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 

That speake against us. A Charge we beare i'th'Warre, 
And as the president of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there for a man. Speake not against it, 
I will not stay behinde. 
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Enter jinthwy and CamuHus. 

Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. 
jIhL Is it not stnmge CamUttiif 
That from Tarrentum, and Brandusium, 
He coald so quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 
And take in Troine. You have heard on't (Sweet ?) 

Clta, Celerity is never more admir'dy 
Then by the negligent. 

jfnt, A good rebuke. 

Which might have well becom'd the best of men 
To taunt at slacknesse. Camuiiui^ wee 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo, By Sea, what else i 

Cam. Why will my Lord, do so ? 

jini. For that he dares us too't. 

Enob. So hath my Lord, daHd him to single fight. 
Cam. 1, and to wage this Battell at Pharsalia, 
Where Casar fought with Pompey. But these ofiers 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off, 
And so riiould you. 

Emh. Your Shippes are not well mann'd. 

Your Marriners are Militers, Reapers, people 
Ingrost by swift Impresse. In Cdiart Fleete, 
Are those, that often have 'gainst Pompey fought. 
Their Shippes are yare, yours heavy : no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at Sea, 
Being prepared for Land. 

jint. By Sea, by Sea. 

Eno. Most worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute Soldiership you have by Land. 
Distradl your Armie, which doth most consist 
Of Warre-markt-footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quite fbrgoe 
The way which promises assurance, and 
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Give up your selfe meerly to chance and hazard, 
From finne Securitie. 
jtnt. Ik fight at Sea. 

CUo. I have sixty Sailes, Cssar none better. 
Jint. Our over-plus of shipping will we bume. 
And with the rest full noann'd, from th'head of A^on 
Beate th'approaching Cesar. But if we faile. 
We then can doo't at Land. 

Enter a Meumger. 
Thy Businesse ? 

Met. The Newes is true, my Lord, he is descried, 
Cmsar ha's taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? ^is impossible 
Strange, that his power should be. Camidiuif 
Our nineteene Legions thou shalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thousand Horse. Wee'l to our Ship, 
Away my netU. 

Enter a SohBour. 
How now worthy Souldier ? 

Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Trust not to rotten plankes : Do you misdoubt 
This Sword, and these my Wounds ; let th'Egyptians 
And the Phoenicians go a ducking : wee 
Have us'd to conquer standing on the earth. 
And fightmg foot to foot 

jint. Well, well, away. 

Exit Ant. Cleo. isr Enob. 
Soul. By Hercules I thinke I am i'th'right. 
Cam. Souldier thou art : but his whole adtion growes 
Not in the power on't : so our Leaders leade, 
And we are Womens men. 

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horse whole, 
do you not ? 

Fen. Marcus OSamus^ Marcus Justeus^ 
PubBcola^ and CeUuSf are for Sea : 
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But we keqie whole by Land This speede of CMtars 
Carries beyond beleefe. 

SouL While he was yet in Rome 

His power went out in such distradionsy 
As beguilde all Spies 

Cam. Who's his Lieutenant^ heare you ? 

SouL They say, one Tamrus. 

Cam. Well, I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. The Emperor cals CamuUui. 
Cam. With Newes the times with Labour, 
And throwes forth each minute, some. Exeunt. 

Enter Casar with bis Armj^ marchmg. 

Cos. Towrus? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Cos. Strike not by Land, 
Keep whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not ezceede 
The prescript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
Upon this jumpe. Exit. 

Enter Antboi^y and Enotarhu. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond side o'th1£lI, 
In eye of Casars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly. Exit. 

CanuSus Marcbetb with his Land Army one way aver the stage ^ 
and Towrus the Lieutenant of Casar the other wwf : After 
their going in, is heard the noise of a Sea fyht. Alarum. 
Enter Enobarhus and Scarus. 

Eno, Naught, naught, al naught, I can behold no longer : 
Tbantoniadf the Egyptian Admirall, 
With all their sixty flye, and tume the Rudder: 
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To wct\ mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scamu* 

Scar, God% & Goddesses all the whol synod of them ! 

Eno. What's thy passion. 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the worlds is lost 
With very ignorance, we have kist away 
KingdomeSy and Provinces. 

£110. How appeares the Fight ? 

Scar. On our side^ Eke the Token'd Pestilence, 
Where death is sure. Yon ribaudied Nagge of Egypt, 
(Whom Leprosie o're-take) i'th'midst o'th'fight. 
When vantage like a payre of Twinnes appear'd 
Both as the same, or rather oun the elder; 
(The breeze upon her) like a Cow in June, 
Hoists Sailes, and flyes. 

Eno. That I beheld : 

Mine eyes did ncken at the sight, and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft. 

The Noble mine of her Magicke, Antbotr^^ 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flyes after her : 
I never saw an Adion of such ^ame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honor, ne're before, 
Did violate so it selfe. 

Enobm Alacke, alacke. 

Enter Camu&te. 

Cam, Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath. 
And sinkes most lamentably. Had our Genendl 
Bin what he knew himselfe, it had gone well : 
Oh his ha's given example for our flight, 
Most grossely by his owne. 

Enot. I, are you thereabouts i Why then goodnight indeede. 
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Cmiu Toward Peloponnesus art ^Jiey fled. 

Scar. 'Tis easie toot. 

And there I wOl attend what further comes. 

Camid. To Cmot wiU I render 
My Legions and my Hofk, sixe Kings alreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

Eno. He yet follow 

The wounded chance of jftttiony^ though my reason 
Sits in the winde against me. 

Enter jintbony with Attendants. 

Ani. Hearke, the Land bids me tread no more upon't. 
It is asham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 
I am so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever. I have a shippe, 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it : flye. 
And make your peace with Casar. 

Omnu. Fly ? Not wee. 

Ani. I have fled my selfe, and have instrudbed cowards 
T« runne, and shew their shoulders. Friends be gone, 
I have my selfe resolvM upon a course, 
Which has no neede of you. Be gone. 
My Treasure's in the Harbour. Take it : Oh, 
I followed that I blush to looke upon, 
My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the browne for rashnesse, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you shall 
Have Letters from me to some Friends, that will 
Sweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not sad, 
Nor make replyes of loathnesse, take the hint 
Which my dispaire prodaimes. Let them be left 
Which leaves it selfe, to the Sea-side straight way ; 
I will possesse you of that ship and Treasure. 
Leave me, I pray a little : pray you now. 
Nay do so : for indeede I have lost command, 
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Therefore I pray you, lie see you by and by. Siti dvwne. 

Enter Cleefaira U by Ciarmum ami Eroi, 

Em. Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 

Irai, Do most deere Queene. 

Ciar. D09 why, what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit downe : Oh Juno, 

jint. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eroi, See you heere. Sir \ 

Ant. Oh ii<t^ fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, oh good Empresse. 

Eroi, Sir, sir. 

Ant, Yes my Lord, yes ; he at Philippi kept 
His sword e'ne like a dancer, while I strooke 
The leane and wrinkled Catsiut^ and 'twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieatenantry, and no pradtise had 
In the braye squares of Warre : yet now : no matter. 

Cleo. Ah stand by. 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Go to him. Madam, speake to him» 
Hee's unqualited with very shame. 

Ant. Well then, sustaine me : Oh. 

Eros. Most Noble Sir arise, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declined, and death will cease her, but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended Reputation, 
A most unnoble swerving. 

JErw. Sir, the Queene. 

\kL Oh whether hast thou led me Egypt, see 
[ coDTey my shame, out of thine eyes, 
ikilig backe what I have left behinde 
d b dishonor. 

Jik9. O my Lord, my Lord, 
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Foi^ve my fearfull aayles, I little thought 
YoQ would have followed. 

Jint. ^Syp^ thou knew'st too well, 

My heart waa to thy Rodder tyed by'th'stringSy 
And thou ahould'st stowe me after. O'le my spirit 
The fidl supremacie thou knew'st, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mee. 

Cleo, Oh my pardon, 

Jimt. Now I must 

To the young man send humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th'world plaid as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my affe^on, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. 

jtnt. Fall not a teare I say, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and lost : Give me a kisse, 
Even this repayes me. 

We sent our Schoolemaster, is a come backe ? 
Love I am full of Lead : some Wine 
Within there, and our Viands : Fortune knowes, 
We scome her most, when most she offers blowes. Exeunt, 

Enter Csiar^ Agrifpa^ and DtJlabeOo^ with others. 

Cm. Let him appeare that's come from Anthony. 
Know you him. 

DoBa. Cmsot^ 'tis his Schoolemaster, 
An aigument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He sends so poore a Pmnion of his Wing, 
Which had superfluous ELings for Messengers, 
Not many Moones gone by. 
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Enter Ambassador frtnn Anthmy, 

Cmsar. Approach, and speake. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Anthony : 
I was of late aa petty to hU encU, 
As is the Morne-dew on the Meitle leafe 
To his grand Sea. 

Cms. Bee't so, declare thine office. 

Amb, Lord of his Fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt, which not granted 
He Lessons his Requests, and to thee sues 
To let him breath betweene the Heavens and Earth 
A private man in Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confesse thy Greatnesse, 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Piolomies for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Cms, For Anthony, 

have no eares to his request. The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Desire shall faile, so shee 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if shee performe. 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Amb. Fortune pursue thee. 

Cos. Bring him through the Bands : 

To try thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, dispatch. 
From Anthony winne Cleopatra^ promise 
And in our Name, what she requires, adde more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
In thdu* best Fortunes strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne're touched Vestall. Try thy cunning Thidias^ 
Make thine owne Edid for thy paines, which we 
Will answer as a Law. 

72m/. Cdsar^ I go. 

C£tar. Observe how Anthony becomes his flaw. 
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8c I. Anthony and Cleopatra, 269 

And what thou think'st his very action ^>eake8 
Id ereiy power that mooves. 

TInd. C^sar^ I shall. Exeunt, 

Enter Cleopatra^ Enobarbus^ Cbamuan^ 4s^ Iras* 

Cko. What shall we do, Enobarbtu ? 

Ena. Thinke, and dye. 

Cleo. Is jinthony^ or we in fault for this ? 

Eno, Anthony onely, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reason. What though you fled, 
From that great face of Warre, whose severall ranges 
Frighted each other ? Why should he follow ? 
The itch of his Affedtion should not then 
Have nickt his Captain-ship, at such a point, 
When halfe to halfe the world oppos'd, he being 
The meered question ? 'Twas a shame no lesse 
Then was his losse, to course your flying Flagges, 
And leave his Navy gazing. 

Cko. Prythee peace. 

Enter the Ambassador^ with Anthony. 

Ant. Is that his answer ? 

Amb, I my Lord. 

Ant. The Queene shall then have courtesie. 
So she will yeeld us up. 

Am. He sayes so. 

Antho. Let her know't. To the Boy Csiur send this 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wishes to the brimme. 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That head my Lord ? 

Ant, To him againe, tell him he weares the Rose 
Of youth upon him : from which, the world should note 
Somethmg particular : His Coine, Ships, Legions, 
May be a Cowards, whose Ministers would prevaile 
Under the service of a Childe, as soone 
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As i'th'Command of Cs^ar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay Comparisons a-part. 
And answer me declin'dy Sword against Sword, 
Our selves alone : lie write it : Follow me. 

Efio. Yes like enough : hye battel'd Csiar will 
Unstate his happinesse, and be Stag'd toWshew 
Against a Sworder. I see mens Judgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To suffer all alike, that he should dreame. 
Knowing all measures, the full Cs^ar will 
Answer his emptinesse ; deiar thou hast subdu'de 
His judgement too. 

En$er a Servant, 

Ser. A Messenger fiT>m Cssar, 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 

Agamst the blowne Rose may they stop their nose. 

That kneel'd unto the Buds. Admit him sir. 
Eno. Mine honesty, and I, beginne to square. 

The I^oyalty well held to Fooles, does make 

Our Faith mecre folly : yet he that can endure 

To follow with Allegeance a falne Lord, 

Does conquer him that did his Master conquer, 

And eames a place i'th'Story. 

Enter Thidiai. 

Cleo. Cssari will. 

TUd, Heare it apart. 

Cleo, None but Friends : say boldly. 

Thld, So haply are they Friends to Anthony, 

Enob, He needs as many (Sir) as Cttiar ha's. 
Or needs not us. If Cmsar please, our Master 
Will leape to be his Friend : For us you know, 
Whose he is, we are, and that is C£eare. 

TiU, So. Thus then thou most renown'd, dtiar intreats, 
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Not to consider in what case thou stand'st 
Further then he is dttan, 

CUo. Go on right Royall. 

Tbid. He knowes that you embrace not jinthony 
As you did loye, but as you feared him. 

Cieo. Oh. 

Thid^ The scarre's upon your Honor, therefore he 
Does pitty, as constrained blemishes. 
Not as deterred. 

Cleo, He is a God, 

And knowes what is most right Mine Honour 
Was not yeeldedy but conquered meerely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, I will aske Anthony, 
Sir, siTt thou art so leakie 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy deerest quit thee* Exit Enob. 

Thid. Shall I say to Casar^ 

What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To be desir'd to give. It much would please him. 
That of his Fortunes you should make a stafie 
To leane upon. But it would warme his spirits 
To heare from me you had left Anthony ^ 
And put your sclie under his shrowd, the universal Landlord. 

Cleo. What's your name ? 

Tbid My name is TTfidlai. 

Cleo. Most kinde Messenger, 
Say to great C£iar this in disputation, 
I kisse his conquering hand : Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crowne at's feete, and there to kneele. 
Tell him, from his all-obe3ring breath, I heare 
The doome of Egypt. 

TTfid. Tit your Noblest course : 

Wisedome and Fortune combatting together. 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake iL Give me grace to lay 
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My dude on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Cmsart Father oft, 

(When he hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in) 
Bettow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kisses. 

Enter Anihony and Enobarhus. 

AnL Favours ? By Jove that thunders. What art thou Fel- 
low? 

Thtd, One that but performes 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipt. 

Ant. Approch there : ah you Kite. Now Gods & divels 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cried hoa. 
Like Boyes unto a musse, Kings would start forth. 
And cry, your will. HLave you no eares ? 
I am Anthony yet Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

Enter a Servant, 

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a Lions whelpe. 
Then with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moone and Starres, 

Whip him : wer't twenty of the greatest Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Casar^ should I finde them 
So sawcy with the hand of she heere, what's her name 
Since she was Cleopatra ? Whip him FeUowes, 
Till like a Boy you see him crindge his face. 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

Thid. Marie Anthony. 

Ant. Tugge him away : being whipt 

Bring him againe, the Jacke of Cssari shall 
Beare us an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thldias, 

You were halfe blasted ere I knew you : Ha I 
Have I my pillow left unprest in Rome, 
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Forborne the getting of a lawfiill Race, 
And by a Jem of women, to be abused 
By one that lookes on Feeders ? 

Cleo, Good my Lord. 

jint. You have beene a boggeler ever, 
But when we in our viciousnesse grow hard 
(Oh misery on't) the wise Gods seele our eyes 
In our owne filth, drop our cleare judgements, make us 
Adore our errors, laugh at's while we strut 
To our confusion. 

Cleo. Oh, is't come to this ? 

j4nL I found you as a Morsell, cold upon 
Dead Cksars Trencher : Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Grmus Pompeyes^ besides what hotter houres 
Unregistred in vulgar Fame you have 
Luxuriously pickt out. For I am sure, 
Though you can guesse what Temperance should be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 

AnL To let a Fellow that will take rewards. 
And say, God quit you, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand ; this Kingly Seale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan to out-roare 
The homed Heard, for I have savage cause. 
And to proclaime it civilly, were like 
A halter'd necke, which do's the Hangman thaoke. 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 

Enter a Servant with ThuSai. 

Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

jint. Cried he ? and begg'd a pardon ? 

Ser. He did aske favour. 
jini. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou was't not made his daughter, and be thou sorrie 
vui. 8^ 



274 5"i&^ Tragedie of act i. 

To follow Casar in his Triumph, since 

Thou hast bin whipu For following him, henceforth 

The white hand of a Lady Feaver thee, 

Shake thou to looke on't Get thee backe to C^sar, 

Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou say 

He makes me angry with him. For he seemcs 

Proud and disdainfull, harping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry. 

And at this time most easie 'tis to doo*t : 

When my good Starres, that were my former guides 

Have empty left their Orbes, and shot their Fires 

Into th'Abisme of hell. If he mislike. 

My speech, and what is done, tell him he has 

Hiparchus^ my enfranched Bondman, whom 

He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he shall like to quit me. Urge it thou : 

Hence with thy stripes, be gone. Exit Thid, 

Cleo, Have you done yet ? 

jini. Alacke our Terrene Moone is now Eclipst, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony, 

Cleo, I must stay his time ? 

Ant, To flatter C^sar^ would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his points. 

Cleo, Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah (Deere) if I be so. 

From my cold heart let Heaven ingender haile. 
And poyson it in the sourse, and the first stone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines so 
Dissolve my life, the next Cssarian smile. 
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe. 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the discandering of this pelleted storme. 
Lye gravelesse, till the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buried them for prey. 
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jint. I am satisfied : 

Citsar seu downe in AlexaDdria, where 
I will oppose his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath Nobly held, our sever'd Navie too 
Have knit againe, and Fleete, threatning most Sea-like 
Where hast thou bin my heart ? Dost thou heare Lady I 
If from the Field I shall retume once more 
To kisse these Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 
I, and my Sword, will eame our Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 

Cleo, That's my braye Lord. 

jInU I will be trebble-sinewed, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciously : for when mine houres 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransome lives 
Of me for jests : But now, He set my teeth, 
And send to darkenesse all that stop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my sad Captaines, fill our Bowles once more : 
Let's mocke the midnight Bell. 

Cleo, It is my Birth-day, 

I had thought t'have held it poore. But since my Lord 
Is Anthony againe, I will be Cleopatra, 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo, Call all his Noble Captaines to my Lord. 
Ant, Do so, wee'l speake to them, 
And to night He force 
The Wine peepe through their scarres. 
Come on (my Queene) 

There's sap in't yet. The next time I do fight 
He make death love me : for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent Sythe. Exeunt* 

Eno» Now hee'l out-stare the Lightning, to be fiirious 
Is to be firighted out of feare, and in that moode 
The Dove will pecke the Estridge ; and I see still 
A diminution in our Captaines braine. 
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Restores his heart ; when yabar prayes m reasoD^ 

It eates the Sword it fights with : I will seeke 

Some way to lea?e him. Exeunt, 

Enter Cssary Agrifpa^ ist Mecenas with hu Armj^ 
C^uar rea£ng a Letter. 

Csi. He calles me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beate roe out of Egypt. My Messenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to personal Combat. 
Cmot to Anthony : let the old RuiHan know, 
I have many other wayes to dye : meane time 
Laugh at his Challenge. 

Mece. Cmsar must thinke, 

When one so great begins to rage, hee's hunted 
Even to £dling. Give him no breathy but now 
Make boote of his distra^on : Never anger 
Made good guard for it selfe. 

Cmu Let our best heads know, 

That to morrow, the last of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. Within our Files there are. 
Of those that serv'd Marke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done. 
And Feast the Army, we have store to doo't. 
And they have eam'd the waste. Poore Anthony, Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony^ Cleopatra^ Enobartus^ Chanman^ 
Irai^ Alexat^ with others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitian ? 

Eno. No? 

Ant. Why should he not ? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 

By Sea and Land He fight : or I will live. 
Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
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Shall make it live againe. Woo't thou fight well. 

Eno. He strike, and cry. Take all. 

jinu Well said, come on : 

Call forth my Houshold Servants, lets to night 

Enter $ or /^ Servitors, 
Be bounteous at our Meale. Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast bin rightly honest, so hast thou. 
Thou, and thou, and thou : you have served me well. 
And Kings have beene your fellowes. 

Cleo, What meanes this ? 

Eno. nris one of those odde tricks which sorow shoots 
Out of the minde. 

yfni. And thou art honest too : 

I wish I could be made so many men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you service. 
So good as you have done. 

Omnes. The Gods forbid* 

jint. Well, my good Fellowes, wait on me to night: 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And suflfer'd my command. 

Cleo. What does he meane ? 

Eno. To make his Followers weepe. 

jint. Tend me to night ; 

May be, it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you shall not see me more, or if, 
A mangled shadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'] serve another Master. I looke on you. 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest Friends, 
I tume you not away, but like a Master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to night two houres, I aske no more, 
And the Gods yeeld you for*t. 

Eno. What meane you (Sir) 
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Asd I an AflK, am Oojott-cj'd ; hr 



jimU Ho, bo, ho 

Now the Wkch take ne, if I Draot k 
Gfaoe grow where thoK drops &n (1117 heaitj Fnendt) 
Yoo take me hi too dolorous a aenae^ 
For I ipake to jo^ for jour oomfon, <fid deare yon 
To borne this o^bt wkfa Tordies : Know (my beans) 
I bope wefl of to morrow, and wiD leade you. 
Where rather He exped Tidorioos fife, 
Theo death, and Honor. Let's to Siqiper, come. 
And drowne consderation. Exami, 

Euirr a Comfrntf rf SoLBomrs, 

1 Sol. Brother, goodnight : to morrow is the day. 

2 SoL It will determine one way : Fare yon well. 
Heard you of nothing strange aboot the streets. 

f Nothing : what newes ? 

t Belike 'tis bot a Rumour, good night to you. 

1 Well nr, good night. They muU other SoUUrt, 

2 Souldiers, have carefuU Watch. 

I And yon : Goodnight, goodnight. 

They place thenuehes m every comer of the Stage, 

1 Heere we : and if to morrow 
Our Navie thrive, I hare an absolute hope 
Our Landmen will stand up. 

1 'Til a brave Army, and full of purpose. 

Music J^e of the Hchoyet h under the Stage, 

2 Peace, what noise ? 

1 List, list. 

2 Hearke. 

I Musicke i'th'Ayrc. 

3 Under the earth. 
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4 It signes well, do's it not ? 

3 No. 

1 Peace I say : What should this meane ? 

2 'Tts the God Herctdes^ whom Anthony loved. 
Now leaves him. 

1 Wallce, let's sec if other Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maisters ? Speak together. 
Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you heare this ? 

I I, is't not strange ? 

3 Do you heare Masters ? Do you heare ? 

1 Follow the noyse so farre as we have quarter. 
Let's see how it will give off. 

Omnes. Content : 'Tis strange. Exeunt 

Enter Anthony and Cleopatra^ with otheri. 

Ant. Eroit mine Armour Eroe. 

Cleo. Sleepe a little. 

Ant. No my Chucke. Eroe^ come mine Armor Eros. 

Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow, put thine Iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Because we brave hen Come. 

Cleo. Nay, He helpe too» Anthony. 

What's this for ? Ah let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart : False, false : This, this, 
Sooth-law He helpe : Thus it must bee. 

Ant. Well, well, we shall thrive now. 
Seest thou my good Fellow. Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros. Briefely Sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To daft for our Repose, shall heare a storme. 
Thou fumblest Eros^ and my Queenes a Squire 
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More tight at this, then thou : Diqiatch. O Love, 
That thoa cooldst see mj Wanes to day, and knew'st 
The Royall Occapatioo, thoa should'st see 
A Workeman m't. 

Enter an Armed Soldier, 
Good morrow to thee, wdcome. 
Thou look'st like him that knowes a warlike Charge : 
To basinesse that we love, we rise betime. 
And go too't with delight. 

SouL A thousand Sir, eaHy though't be, have on their 
Riveted trim, and at the Port exped you. Sbowt, 

Trumpets Flourub, 

Enter Caftmnei, and SouISert. 

Alex, The Mome is faire : Good noorrow GeneralL 

AU. Good morrow GeneralL 

Ant. HTis well Uowne Lads. 

This Morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, so : Come give me that, this way, well-sed. 
Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of me. 
This is a Soldiers kisse : rebukeable, 
And worthy shamefull checke it were, to stand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, lie leave thee. 
Now like a man of Steele, you that will fight. 
Follow me close, He bring you too't : Adieu. Exeunt. 

Char, Please you retyre to your Chamber ? 

Cleo, Leade me : 

He goes forth gallantly : That he and Caiar might 
Determine this great Warre in single fight ; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Anthony^ and Eros, 

Eros, The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony. 
Ant. Would thou, & those thy scars had once prevaild 
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me fight at Land. 

Had'st thou done so, 
8 that have revolted, and the Soldier 
*liikfc his morning left thee, would have still 
Followed thy heeles. 

jint. Whose gone this morning ? 

Erot. Who ? one ever neere thee, call for Enobarhus^ 
He shall not heare thee, or from Cssars Campe, 
Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What sayest thou \ 

Sold, Sir he is with Cisiar, 

Eros. Sir, his Chests and Treasure he has not with him, 

jint. Is he gone ? 

SoL Most certaine. 

Ant, Go Eros^ send his Treasure after, do it, 
Detaine no jot I charge thee : write to him, 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieu's, and greetings ; 
Say, that I wish he never finde more cause 
To change a Master. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men. Dispatch Enobarbus. Exit. 

Flourish, Enter Agrippa^ Caiar, with EnobarbiUf 

and DoUabeOa, 

Cms* Go forth Agrippa^ and begin the fight : 
Our will is Anthony be tooke alive : 
Make it so knowne. 

Agrip. Cssar^ I shall. 

Cmsar, The time of universall peace is neere : 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three nook'd world 
Shall beare the Olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. Anthony is come into the Field. 
Cms. Go charge Agrippa^ 

Plant those that have revolted m the Vant, 



282 The Tragedie rf act 1. 

That Anthony may teeme to ^lend hit Fury 

Upon himtelfe. Exeunt, 

Enob, AUauu did rerolt, and went to Jewry on 
Af&ires of Anthony^ there did dinwade 
Great Herod to iodine himaelfe to Cd^ar^ 
And leave his Master Amihony. For this paines, 
Cmot hath hangM him : Canundau and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust : I have done ill. 
Of which I do accuse my selfe so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a SoURtr of Citsars. 

So/, EnobarbuSf Anthony 

Hath after thee sent all thy Treasure, with 
His Bounty over^plus. The Messmger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules. 

Eno, I give it you. 

SoL Mocke not Enobarbm^ 
I tell you true : Best you saf 't the bringer 
Out of the hoast, I must attend mine Office, 
Or would have done't my selfe. Your Emperor 
Continues still a Jove. Exit, 

Enob, I am alone the Villaine of the earth. 
And feele I am so most. Oh Anthony^ 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would'st thou have payed 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, 
If swift thought breake it not : a swifter meane 
Shall out-strike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I fight against thee : No I will go seeke 
Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the foul'st best fits 
My latter part of life. Exit. 

Alarum^ Drummes and Trumpet*. 
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Enter Agrifpa, 

Agrip. Retire, we have engag'd our selves too &rre : 
C^sar himselfe ha's worke, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expedted. Exit* 

Alarums. Enter Anthony^ and Scarrui ^vmtnded. 

Sear, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed. 
Had we done so at first, we had droven them home 
With clowts about their heads. Far of. 

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound heere that was like a T, 
But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retyre. 

Scar. Wee'l beat 'cm into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Roome for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eroi. They are beaten Sir, and our advantage serves 
For a faire vidory. 

Scar. Let us score their backes. 

And snatch 'em up, as we take Hares behmde, 
'Tis sport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy sprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. He halt after. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Anthony agalne in a March. Scarrus^ with 

others. 

Ant. We have beate him to his Campe : Runne one 
Before, & let the Queen know of our guests : to morrow 
Before the Sun shall see's, wee'l spill the blood 
That ha's to day escap'd. I thanke you all, 
For doughty handed are you, and have fought 
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Not as you seiVd the Cause, but as't had beene 
Each mans like mine : you have shewne all HeSors^ 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your feats, whil'st they with joyfiill teares 
Wash the congealement from your wounds, and kisse 
The Honour'd-gashes whole. 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Give me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, lie commend thy ads, 
Make her thankes blesse thee. Oh thou day o'th'world, 
Chaine mine arm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre and all 
Through proofe of Hamesse to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, 

Oh infinite Vertue, comm'st thou smiling from 
The worlds great snare uncaught. 

Ant. Mine Nightingale, 

We have beate them to their Beds. 
What Gyrle, though gray 

Do somthing mingle with our yonger brown, yet ha we 
A Braine that nourishes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man. 
Commend unto his Lippes thy favouring hand. 
Kisse it my Warriour . He hath fought to day. 
As if a God in hate of Mankinde, had 
Destroyed in such a shape. 

Cleo, He give thee Friend 

An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has deservM it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phoebus Carre. Give me thy hand. 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Beare our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Pallace the capacity 
To Campe this hoast, we all would sup together. 
And drinke Carowses to the next dayes Fate 
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Which promises Royali perill. Trumpetters 

With brazen dinne blast you the Citties eare, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together, 

Applauding our approach. Exeunt, 

Enter a Centerie^ and his Company^ Enobarhtu fotlowei. 

Cent. If we be not releev'd within this houre, 
We must retume to th'Court of Guard : the night 
Is shiny, and they say, we shall embattaile 
By'th'second houre i'th'Mome. 

I. Watch, This last day was a shrew'd one too's. 

Enob, Oh beare me witnesse night. 

2 What man is this ? 

1 Stand close, and list him. 

Enob, Be witnesse to me (O thou blessed Moone) 
When men revolted shall upon Record 
Beare hatefull memory : poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent, Enobarbui ? 

2 Peace : Hearke further. 
Enob. Oh Soveraigne Mistris of true Melancholly, 

The poysonous dampe of night dispunge upon me. 

That Life, a very Rebell to my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heait 

Against the flint and hardnesse of my fault. 

Which being dried with greefe, will breake to powder, 

And finbh all foule thoughts. Oh jfnthony. 

Nobler then my revolt is Infamous, 

Foipve me in thine owne particular, 

But let the world ranke me in Register 

A Master leaver, and a fugitive : 

0\i Anthony! Oh Anthony! 

I Let's speake to him. 

Cent. Let's heare him, for the things he spcakes 
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May coDcerne Cdtar, 

2 Let's do 80, but he sleepes. 

Cent, Swoonds rather, for so bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleepe. 

1 Go we to him. 

2 Awake sir, awake, speake to us. 

1 Heare you sir ? 
Cent, The hand of death hath raught him. 

Drummes afarre off". 
Hearke the Drummes demurely wake the sleepers : 
Let us beare him to'th'Court of Guard : he is of note : 
Our houre is fully out 

2 Come on then, he may recover yet. 



Exeunt, 



Enter Anthony and Scarrus with their Army. 

Ant, Their preparation is to day by Sea, 
We please them not by Land. 

Scar. For both, my Lord. 

Ant, I would they'ld fight i'thTire, or i'th'Ayre, 
WeeMd fight there too. But this it is, our Foote 
Upon the hilles adjoyning to the Citty 
Shall stay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven : 
Where their appointment we may best discover. 
And looke on their endevour. 



Exeunt, 



Enter Cssar^ and his Army, 

C£s. But being charg'd, we will be still by Land, 
Which as I tak't we shall, for his best force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 
And hold our best advantage. Exeunt. 

Alarum afarre off ^ as at a Sea-Jight, 

Enter Anthony^ and Scarrus, 

Ant, Yet they are not joyn'd : 
Where yon'd Pine does stand. I shall discover all. 
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He bring thee word straight, how 'tis like to go. Exit. 

Scar, Swallowes have built 
In Cleopatra*! Sailes their nests. The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly. 
And dare not speake their knowledge, yfnthony, 
Is valiant, and deje<5ted, and by starts 
His fipetted Fortunes give him hope and feare 
Of what he has, and has not. 

Enter jinthony. 

Ant. All is lost : 

This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My ileete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder 
They cast their Caps up, and Carowse together 
Like Friends long lost. Triple-tum'd Whore, 'tis thou 
Hast sold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all flye : 
For when 1 am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. 
Oh Sunne, thy uprise shall I see no more, 
Fortune, and Anthmy part heere, even heere 
Do we shake hands ? AH come to this ? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heeles, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do dis-Candie, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Casar : And this Pine is barkt, 
That over-topM them all. Betrayed I am. 
Oh this false Soule of Egypt ! this grave Charme, 
Whose eye beck'd forth my Wars, & cal'd them home : 
Whose Bosome was my Crownet, my chicfe end. 
Like a right Gypsie, hath at fast and loose 
Beguil'd me, to the very heart of losse. 
What Eroi, Eros ? 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Ah, thou Spell ! Avaunt 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enraged against his Love ? 

Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
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And blemish C^sari Triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoist thee up to the shouting Plebeians, 

Follow his Chariot, like the greatest spot 

Of all thy Sex. Most Monster-like be shewne 

For poorest Diminitives, for Dolts, and let 

Patient Offavia^ plough thy visage up 

With her prepared nailes. Exit CUcpatra. 

*Tis well th'art gone, 

If it be well to live. But better 'twere 

Thou fell'st into my furie, for one death 

Might have prevented many. Eros^ hoa ? 

The shirt of Nessui is upon me, teach me 

jilcides^ thou mine Ancestor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Ltctu on the homes o'th'Moone, 

And with those hands that graspt the heaviest Club, 

Subdue my worthiest selfe : The Witch shall die. 

To the young Roman Boy she hath sold me, and I fall 

Under this plot : She dyes for't. Eroi^ hoa ? Exlu. 

Enter Cleopatra^ Cbarmlan^ Iras^ Mardian. 

Cleo. Helpe me my women : Oh hee's more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boare of Thessaly 
Was never so imbost. 

Char. To'th'Monument there locke your selfe, 
And send him word you are dead : 
The Soule and Body rive not more in parting. 
Then greatnesse going off. 

Cleo, To'th'Monument : 

Mardian^ go tell him I have slaine my selfe. 
Say, that the last I spoke was Anthony^ 
And word it (prythee) pitteously. Hence Mardsan^ 
And bring me how he takes my death to'th'Monument. Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony^ and Eros, 
Ant. Eroif thou yet behold'st me ? 
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Eroi, I Noble Lord. 

Ant. Sometime we see a clowd that's Dragoaish, 
A vapour sometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie 
With Trees upon't, that nodde unto the world. 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre 
Thou hast seene these Signes, 
They are blacke Vespers Pageants. 

Eros. I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Hers?, even with a thoght the 
Racke dislimes, and makes it indistindt 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It does my Lord. 

Ant. My good knave Eros^ now thy Captaine is 
Even such a body : Heere I am Anthony^ 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape (my knave) 
I made these warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine : 
Which whil'st it was mine, had annext untoo't 
A Million moe, (now lost :) shee Eros has 
Packt Cards with CasarSj and false plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros^ there is left us 
Our selves to end our selves. 

Enter ManUan. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, she has rob'd me of my Sword. 

Mar. No Anthony^ 
My Mistris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant. Hence sawcy Eunuch peace, she hath betraid me. 
And shall dye the death. 

Mar. Death of one person, can be paide but once. 
And that she ha's discbarg'd. What thou would'st do 

VIIL T 
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Is done unto thy hand : the last she spake 
Was Anihony^ most Noble Antbmj. 
Then in the midd'st a tearing grone did breake 
The name of Anthony : it was divided 
Bctweene her heart, and lips : she rendied life 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then i 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarme Erot^ the long dayes taske is done, 
And we must sleepe : That thou depart'st hence safe 
Does pay thy labour richly : Go. Exit Mardian., 

Off, plucke off. 

The seven-fold shield of j^ax cannot keepe 
The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my sides. 
Heart, once be stronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraile Case. Apace Enu, apace ; 
No more a Soldier : bruised peeces go, 

You have bin Nobly borne. From roe awhile. Exit Eros. 

I will o're-take thee Cleopatra^ and 
Weepe for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is Torture : since the Torch is out, 
Lye down and stray no farther. Now all labour 
Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles 
It selfe with strength : Seale then, and all is done. 
Erot ? I come my Queene. Eros ? Stay for me, 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee'l hand in hand, 
And with our sprightly Port make the Ghostes gaze : 
Dido, and her JEneat shall want Troopes, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros^ Erot. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, 

I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the Gods 
Detest my basenesse. I, that with my Sword, 
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Quarter'd the World, and o're greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made Cities ; coDdemne my selfe, to lacke 
The Courage of a Woman, lesse Noble minde 
Then she which by her death, our C£iar telles 
I am Conqueror of my selfe. Thou art swome Eroif 
That when the exigent should come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I should see behinde me 
Th'inevitable prosecution of disgrace and horror. 
That on my command, thou then would*st kill me. 
Doo't, the time Is come : Thou strik'st not me, 
'Tis C^sar thou defeat'st. Put colour in thy Cheeke. 

Eros, The Gods with-hold me. 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) lost ayme, and could not 

j^nt, Eroif 

Would'st thou be windowed in great Rome, and see 
Thy Master thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face subdu'de 
To penetrative shame ; whiFst the wheePd seate 
Of Fortunate Cajar drawne before him, branded 
His Basenesse that ensued. 

Eroj. I would not see't. 

^nt. Come then : for with a wound I must be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honest Sword, which thou hast wome 
Most useflill for thy Country. 

Eros, O sir, pardon me. 

j^nt. When I did make thee free, swor'st you not then 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once. 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 

Eros, l^ume from me then that Noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lyes. 

yint. Loe thee. 

Eros, My sword is drawne. 

j4nl. Then let it do at once 
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The thing why thou hast drawne it. 

Eros. My deere Master, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me say 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, Farwell. 

jinu 'Tis said man, and ^rewell. 

i?ro/. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I strike now ? 

jint. Now Eros, Killes himself e, 

Eros, Why there then : 

Thus I do escape the sorrow of jinthotues death. 

jint, Thrice-Nobler then my selfe, 
Thou teachest me : Oh valiant Eros^ what 
I should, and thou could'st not, my Queene and Eros 
Have by their brave instru^on got upon me 
A Noblenesse in Record. But I will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't 
As to a Lovers bed. Come then, and Eros^ 
Thy Master dies thy Scholler ; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead ? Not dead ? 
The Guard, how ? Oh dispatch me. 

Enter a Guard. 

1 Guard, What's the noise ? 

Ant. I have done my worke ill Friends : 
Oh make an end of what I have begun. 

2 The Starre is falne. 

I And time is at his Period. 

jilL Alas, and woe. 

jint. Let him that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Not L 

2 Nor L 

3 Nor any one. Exeunt. 
Dercetus. Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers fly 

This sword but shewne to C^sar with this tydings. 
Shall enter me with him. 
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, i. 

Enter Dlomedes, 

Dio. Where*8 Anthony ? 

Deere. There Diomed thene. 

Dlom. Lives he : wilt thou not answer man I 

jint. Art thou there Diomed? 
Draw thy sword, and give mee, 
Suffising strokes for death. 

Dlom, Most absolute Lord : 

My Mistris Cleopatra sent roe to thee. 

Ant, When did shee send thee ? 

Dlom, Now roy Lord. 

Anth, Where is she ? 

Dlom. Lockt in her Monument : she had a Prophesying feare 
Of what hath come to passe : for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found) you did suspe^ 
She had disposed with Cmsar^ and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent you word she was dead : 
But fearing since how it might worke, hath sent 
Me to proclaime the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late good Diomed: call my Guard I prythee. 

Dlo. What hoa : the Emperors Guard, 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles. 

Enter ^ or ^, of the Guard of Anthony, 

Ant, Beare me good Friends where Cleopatra bides, 
'Tis the last service that I shall command you. 

I Woe, woe are we sir, you may not live to weare 
All your true Followers out. 

All, Most heavy day. 

Ant, Nay good my Fellowes, do not please sharp &te 
To grace it with your sorrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to beare it lightly. Take me up, 
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I have led you oft, cany me now good Friends, 

And have my thankes for all. Exit bearing Anthony, 

Enter Cleopatra^ and her Maidei aloft^ with 
Charmian &* Iras, 

Cleo, Oh Charmian^ I will never go from hence. 

Char, Be comforted deere Madam. 

Cito, No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we dispise ; our size of sorrow 
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 
As that which makes it. 

Enter Diomed, 
liow now ? IS he dead ? 

Dionu His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Looke out o'th other side your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony^ and the Guard, 

Cleo, Oh Sunne, 

Dume the great Sphere thou mov'st in, darkling stand 
The varrying shore o'th'world, O Antony^ Antony^ Antony. 
Helpe Charmian^ helpe Iras helpe : helpe Friends 
Below, let's draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, 

Not C^iari Valour hath o'rethrowne Anthony ^ 
But Anthonie'i hath Triumpht on it selfe. 

Cleo* So it should be. 
That none but Anthony should conquer Anthony^ 
But woe 'tis so. 

Ant, I am dying Egypt, dying ; onely, 
I heere importune death a-while, untill 
Of many thousand kisses, the poore last 
I lay upon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 
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Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not. 

Least I be taken : not th' Imperious shew 

Of the fiill-Fortun'd Cstar^ ever shall 

Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents have 

Edge, sting, or operation. I am safe : 

Your Wife 03avia^ with her modest eyes, 

And still Conclusion, should acquire no Honour 

Demuring upon me : but come, come yfnihony^ 

Helpe me my women, we must draw thee up : 

Assist good Friends. 

jint. Oh quicke, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Heere's sport indeede : 
How heavy weighes my Lord ? 
Our strength is all gone into heavinesse, 
That makes the waight. Had I great Juno*i power. 
The strong wingM Mercury should fetch thee up. 
And set thee by Joves side. Yet come a little. 
Wishers were ever Fooles. Oh come, come, come. 

They heave jfnihony aloft to Cleopaira, 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou hast liv'd. 
Quicken with kissing : had my lippes that power, 
Thus would I weare them out. 

AU. A heavy sight. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 
Give me some Wine, and let me speake a little. 

Cleo, No, let me speake, and let me rayle so hye, 
That the false Huswife Fortune, breake her Wheele, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word (sweet Queene) 

Of Citsar seeke your Honour, with your safety. Oh. 

Cleo, They do not go together. 

Ant, Gentle heare me. 

None about Cmar trust, but Proculaut, 

Cleo, My Resolution, and my hands, He trust. 
None about Cssar, 
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jint. The miserable change now at my end. 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts 
In feeding them with those my former Fortunes 
Wherem I lived. The greatest Prince oWworld, 
The Noblest : and do now not basely dye. 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more. 

CUo, Noblest of men, woo*t dye ? 

Hast thou no care of me, shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better then a Stye ? Oh see my women : 
The Crowne o'th'earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh withered is the Garland of the Warre, 
The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are levell now with men : The oddes is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkeable 
Beneath the visiting Moone. 

Char, Oh quietnesse. Lady. 

Iras, She's dead too, our Soveraigne. 

Char, ^ Lady. 

Iras, Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Ira*. Royall Egypt : Empresse. 

Char. Peace, peace, /m/. 

Cleo. No more but in a Woman, and commanded 
By such poore passion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And doe's the meanest chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theyrs. 
Till they had stolne our Jewell. AlPs but naught : 
Patience is sottish, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge that's mad : Then is it sinne, 
To rush into the secret house of death. 
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Ere death dare come to us. How do you Women ? 

What, what good checre ? Why how now Charmian ? 

My Noble Gyrfes ? Ah Women, women ! Looke 

Our Lampe is spent, it's out Good sire, take heart, 

Wee'l bury him : And then, what's brave, what's Noble, 

Let's doo't after the high Roman fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away, 

This case of that huge Spirit now is cold. 

Ah Women, Women ! Come, we have no Friend 

But Resolution, and the breefest end. 

Exeunt, hearing of jintbonies body. 

Enter Citsar, -^EPpP^y DoUabella, Menas, with hu Counutt 

of Warre, 

Csjar. Go to him Dottahella, bid him yeeld. 
Being so fustrate, tell him. 
He mockes the pawses that he makes. 

Doi, C£sar, I shall. 

Enter Decretas with the sword of Anthony, 

Csi, Wherefore is that ? And what art thou that dar'st 
Appeare thus to us ? 

Deer. I am call'd Decretas, 

Marke Anthony I serv'd, who best was worthie 
Best to be serv'd : whil'st he stood up, and spoke 
He was my Master, and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him. 

He be to Cssar : if thou pleasest not, I yeild thee up my life. 
' Citsar, What is't thou say'st ? 

Dee. I say (Oh Cssar) Anthony is dead. 

Cssar. The breaking of so great a thing, should make 
A greater cracke. The round World 
Should have shooke Lyons into civill streets. 
And Cittizens to their dennes. The death of Anthony 
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Is not a single doome, in the name lay 
A rooity of the world. 

Dec, He is dead CiBior^ 

Not by a publike minister of Justice, 
Nor by a hyred Knife, but that selfe-hand 
Which writ his Honor in the Ads it did. 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
I robb'd his wound of it : behold it stainM 
With his most Noble blood. 

Css. Looke you sad Friends, 

The Gods rebuke me, but it is Tydings 
To wash the eyes of Kings. 

Dol. And strange it is. 

That Nature must compell us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and Honours, wag'd equal with him. 

D(^ A Rarer spirit never 
Did steere humanity : but you Gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. C£sar is touch 'd. 

Mec, When such a spacious Mirror's set before him, 
He needes must see himselfe. 

Cmtar* Oh Anthony^ 

I have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diseases in our Bodies. I must perforce 
Have shewne to thee such a declining day. 
Or looke on thine : we could not stall together. 
In the whole world. But yet let me lament 
With teares as Soveraigne as the blood of hearts. 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all designe ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres 
Unreconciliable, should divide our equal nesse to thiB. 
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Heare me good Friends, 
But I will tell you at some meeter Season, 
The businesse of this man lookes out of him, 
Wec'l heare him what he sayes. 

Enter an JEgypilan. 
Whence are you ? 

JEgyp, A poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my mistris 
G>nfin'd in all, she has her Monument 
Of thy intents, desires, instrudion. 
That she preparedly may frame her seHe 
To*thVay sheets forced too. 

C£iar, Bid her have good heart. 

She soone shall know of us, by some of ours. 
How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for her. For Catar cannot leave to be ungentle. 

Mgypt. So the Gods preserve thee. Exit, 

Cm, Come hither ProcuUiui, Go and say 
We purpose her no shame : ^ive her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 
Least in her greatnesse, by some mortall stroke 
She do defeate us. For her life in Rome, 
Would be etemall in our Triumph : Go, 
And with your speediest, bring us what she sayes, 
And how you finde of her. 

Pro. Cesar I shall. Exit Procttietus. 

Cm. GalluSf go you along: where's Dolabella^ to second 
Procuieiui ? 

jn. Dolahella. 

Cm. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hee's imployd : he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
How calme and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my Writings. Go with me, and see 
What I can shew in this. Exeunt, 
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Enter Cleopatra^ Charmiany Irat^ and Mardunu 

Cleo, My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Cdjor : 
Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes knave, 
A minister of her will : and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds. 
Which shackles accedents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleepes, and never pallates more the dung, 
The beggers Nurse, and Casari. 

Enter Proculeius, 

Pro. Cesar sends greeting to the Queene of Egypt, 
And bids thee study on what faire demands 
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What's thy name ? 

Pro, My name is Proculeius, 

Cleo, jfnthony 

Did tell me of you, bad me trust you, but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived 
That have no use for trusting. If your Master 
Would have a Queene his begger, you must tell him, 
That Majesty to keepe decorum, must 
No lesse begge then a Kingdome : If he please 
To give me conquer'd Egypt for my Sonne, 
He gives me so much of mine owne, as I 
Will kneele to him with thankes. 

Pro, Be of good cheere : 

Y'are falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing. 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is so full of Grace, that it flowes over 
On all that neede. Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependancie, and you shall finde 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindnesse 
Where he for grace is kneel'd too. 
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CUo, Pray you tell him, 

I am his Fortunes Vassall, and I send him 
The Greatnesse he has got. I hourely learne 
A Dodliine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke him i'th'Face, 

Pro, This He report (deere Lady) 
Have comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Of him that caus'd it 

Pro. You see how easily she may be surpriz'd : 
Guard her till Cdsar come. 

Irai. Royall Queene. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra^ thou art taken Queene. 

CUo, Quicke, quicke, good hands. 

Pro. Hold worthy Lady, hold : 

Doe not your selfe such wrong, who are in this 
Releev'd, but not betraid. 

CUo, What of death too that rids our dogs of languish. 

Pro, CUopatra^ do not abuse my Masters bounty, by 
Th'undoing of your selfe : Let the World see 
His Noblenesse well aded, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

CUo. Where art thou Death ? 

Come hither come : Come, come, and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

Cleo, Sir, I will eate no meate, lie not drinke sir, 
If idle talke will once be necessary 
He not sleepe neither. This mortall house He ruine, 
Do Casar what he can. Know sir, that I 
Will not waite pinnion'd at your Masters Court, 
Nor once be chastic'd with the sober eye 
Of dull OSavia, Shall they hoyst me up. 
And shew me to the showting Varlotarie 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt. 
Be gentle grave unto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
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Lay me starke-nak'd, and let the water-Fiies 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make 
My Countries high pyramided my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chaines. 

Pro, You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further then you shall 
Finde cause in Cdiar, 

Enter Dolaie&i, 

DoL Proculeiuif 

What thou hast done, thy Master Cdiar knowes. 
And he hath sent for thee : for the Queene, 
He take her to my Guard 

Pro, So Dolabella^ 

It shall content me best : Be gentle to her. 
To Cdsar I will speake, what you shall please. 
If you'l imploy me to him. Exit Proculeius. 

Cleo, Say, I would dye. 

DoL Most Noble Empresse, you have heard of me. 

Cleo, I cannot tell. 

Dol, Assuredly you know me. 

Cleo, No matter sir, what I have heard or knowne : 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames, 
Is*t not your tricke ? 

Dol. I understand not. Madam. 

Cleo. I dreampt there was an Emperor Anthony^ 
Oh such another sleepe, that I might see 
But such another man. 

Dol. If it might please ye. 

Cleo, His face was as the Heav'ns, and therein stucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their course, & lighted 
The Httle oU'earth. 

Dol. Most Soveraigne Creature. 

Cleo, His legges bestrid the Ocean, his rear'd arme 
Crested the world : His voyce was propertied 
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As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 
But when he meant to quaile, and shake the Orbe, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 
There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was. 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they shew'd his backe above 
The Element they liv'd in : In his Livery 
Walk'd Crownes and Crownets : Realms & Islands were 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

DoL Cleopatra. 

Cieo. Thinke you there was, or might be such a man 
As this I dreampt of? 

Dot, Gentle Madam, no. 

CUo, You Lye up to the hearing of the Gods : 
But if there be, nor ever were one such 
It's past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuffe 
To vie strange formes with fancie, yet t'imagine 
An Anthony were Natures peece, 'gainst Fancie, 
Condemning shadowes quite. 

DoL Heare me, good Madam : 

Your losse is as your selfe, great \ and you beare it 
As answering to the waight, would -I might never 
Ore-take pursu'de successe : But I do feele 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that suites 
My very heart at roote. 

Cleo. I thanke you sir : 

Know you what Citsar meanes to do with me ? 

Dot. I am loath to tell you what, I would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay pray your sir. 

2)o/. Though he be Honourable. 

Cleo. Hee'l leade me then in Triumph. 

DfJ. Madam he will I know't. Flourish. 

Enter Prcculeiui^ Cmar^ Gallus^ Mecenasy and others 

of hit Traine, 

AB, Make way there Cssar, 
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C£i, Which is the Queene of Egypt 

DoL It is the Emperor Madam. Cleo, kneelcj, 

C£jar, Arise, you shall not kncele : 
I pray you rise, rise Egypt 

Cleo, Sir, the Gods will have it thus, 
My Master and my Lord I must obey. 

Caiar, Take to you do hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole Sir oWWorld, 

I cannot projed mine owne cause so well 
To make it cleare, but do confesse I have 
Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham'd our Sex. 

Cdsar, Cleopatra know. 

We will extenuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your selfe to our intents. 
Which towards you are most gentle, you shall finde 
A benefit in this change : but if you seeke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
jlntbomes course, you shall bereave your selfe 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destrudHon which He guard them from. 
If thereon you relye. tit take my leave. 

Cleo, And may through all the world : tis yours, & we yonr 
Scutcheons, and your signes of Conquest shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here my good Lord. 

C£sar, You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra, 

Cleo. This is the breefe : of Money, Plate, & Jewels 
I am possest of, 'tis exactly valewed. 
Not petty things admitted. Where's Seleucui ? 

Seleu. Heere Madam. 

Cleo. This is my Treasurer, let him speake (my Lord) 
Upon his perill, that I have reserved 
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To my selfe nothing. Speake the truth Se/eucui, 

Seleu, Madam, I had rather seele my lippes. 
Then to my peril! speake that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept backe. 

Set, Enough to purchase what you have made known. 

Cdiar. Nay blush not Cleopatra, I approve 
Your Wisedome m the deede. 

Cleo, See Cutar: Oh behold, 

How pompe is follow'd : Mine will now be yours, 
And should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus^ does 
Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more trust 
Then love that's hyr'd ? What goest thou backe, thou shalt 
Go backe I warrant thee : but He catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. Slave, Soule^lesse, Villain, Dog. 
O rarely base ! 

Cstar, Good Queene, let us intreat jrou. 

Cleo, O C^tsaVy what a wounding shame is this. 
That thou vouchsafing heere to visit me, 
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlinesse 
To one so meeke, that mine owne Servant should 
Parcell the summe of my disgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy. Say (good Cmsar) 
That I some Lady trifles have reserv'd, 
Immoment toyes, things of such Dignide 
As we greet modeme Friends withall, and say 
Some Nobler token I have kept apart 
For Lvwa and Offavia^ to induce 
Their mediation, must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred : The Gods 1 it smites me 
Beneath the fall I have. Prythee go hence. 
Or I shall shew the Cynders of my spirits 
Through th' Ashes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou would'st have mercy on me. 

Cdiar, Forbeare SeUucut. 

VIII. u 
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Cleo. Be it known, that we the greatest are mis-thoght 
For things that others do : and when we fidl. 
We answer others merits, in oar name 
Are therefore to be pitded 

Cmtar. Cleopatra^ 

Not what you have reserr'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put we i'th'Rx>ll of Conquest : still bee't yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure, and beleeve 
Cdsart no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants sold. Therefore be checr'd, 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : No deere Queen, 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Your selfe shall give us counsell : Feede, and sleepe : 
Our care and pitty is so much upon you. 
That we remaine your Friend, and so adieu. 

Cleo, My Master, and my Lord. 

Cmtar. Not so : Adieu. Flourish. 

Exeunt C£sar^ and hu Trainc, 

CUo. He words me Gyrles, he words me, 
That I should not be Noble to my selfe. 
But hearke thee Charmum, 

Iroi. Finish good Lady, the bright day is done. 
And we are for the darke. 

Cko. Hye thee againe, 

I have spoke already, and it is provided. 
Go put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I wilL 

Enter DdahdUu 

Dol. Where's the Queene ? 

Char* Behold sir. 

Cleo. DolaheHa. 

Doh Madam, as thereto swome, by your command 
(Which my love makes Religion to obey) 
I tell you this : Casar through Syria 
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Intends his journey, and within three dayes. 
You with 3rour Children will he send before, 
Make your best use of this. I have performed 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cleo. DolabeDoj I shall remaine your debter. 

Dot. I your Servant : 
Adieu good Queene, I must attend on C£sar. Exit. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thankes. 
Now Iras, what think'st thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian Puppet shall be shewne 
In Rome aswell as I : Mechanicke Slaves 
With greazie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers shall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thicke breathes, 
Ranke of grosse dyet, shall we be enclowded, 
And forc'd to drinke their vapour. 

Iras. The Gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certaine Iras : sawcie Lidtors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and scald Rimers 
Ballads us out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian Revels : Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra Boy my greatnesse 
I'th'posture of a Whore. 

Iras. O the good Gods ! 

Cleo. Nay that's certaine. 

Iras, He never see't ? for I am sure mine Naiks 
Are stronger then mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why that's the way to foole their preparation. 
And to conquer their most absurd mtenta. 

Enter Cbarman. 
Now Charmian, 

Shew me my Women like a Queene : Go fetch 

My best Attyres. 1 am againe for Ctdrus^ 

To meete Marke Anthony, Sirra Iras^ go 
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(Now Noble Charmianj wee'l dispatch indeede,) 

And when thou hast done this chare, lie give thee leave 

To play till Doomesday : bring our Crowne, and all. 

j1 noiie tuiihin* 
Wherefore's this noise ? 

Ettta" a Guardsman, 

Guards, Heere is a rurall Fellow, 

That will not be deny'de your Highnesse presence. 
He brings you Figges. 

C/eo, Let him come in. Exit Guardsman, 

What poore an Instrument 
May do a Noble deede : he brings me liberty : 
My Resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foote 
I am Marble constant : now the fleering Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Guardsman^ and Clowne, 

Guards. This is the man. 

Cleo, Avoid, and leave him. Exit Guardsman, 

Hast thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 
That killes and paines not ? 

Ckw, Truly I have him : but I would not be the parrie that 
should desire you to touch him, for his bjrring is immortall : those 
that doe dye of it, doe seldome or never recover. 

CUo, Remember'st thou any that have dyed on't ? 

Clow, Very many, men and women too. I heard of one of 
them no longer then yesterday, a very honest woman, but some- 
thing given to lye, as a woman should not do, but in the way of 
honesty, how she dyed of the byring of it, what paine she felt : 
Truely, she makes a verie good report o'th* worme : but he that 
wil beleeve all that they say, shall never be saved by halfe that 
they do: but this is most falliable, the Worme's an odde 
Worme. 
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Cleo. Get thee hence, ^rewell. 

Clovf. I wish you all joy of the Worme. 

Cleo. Farewell. 

Clow. You must thinke this (looke you,) that the Worme will 
do his kmde. 

Cleo. I, I9 farewell. 

Clow. Looke you, the Worme is not to bee trusted, but in 
the keeping of wise people : for indeede, there is no goodnesse in 
the Worme. 

Cleo. Take thou no care, it shall be heeded. 

Clow. Very good : give it nothing I pray you, for it is not 
worth the feeding. 

Cko. Will it eate me ? 

Clow. You must not think I am so simple, but I know the 
divell himselfe will not eate a woman : 1 know, that a woman is 
a dish for the Gods, if the divell dresse her not. But truly, 
these same whorson divels doe the Gods great harme in their 
women : for in every tenne that they make, the divels marre five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewell. 

Clow. Yes forsooth : I wish you joy o'th'worm. Exit. 

Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crowne, I have 
Immortall longings in me. Now no more 
The juyce of Egypts Grape shall moyst this lip. 
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quicke : Me thinkes I heare 
Anthony call : I see him rowse himselfe 
To praise my Noble Ad. I heare him mock 
The lucke of Cssar^ which the Gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath* Husband, I come : 
Now to that name, my Courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire, and Ayre ; my other Elements 
I give to baser life. So, have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my Lippes. 
Farewell kinde Cbanrnan^ Irat^ long farewell. 
Have I the Aspicke m my lippes \ Dost fdl ? 
If thou, and Nature can so gently part, 
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The stroke of death is as a Lover's pinch, 
Which hurtSy and is desir'd. Dost thou lye still ? 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world. 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char, Dissolve thicke clowd, & Raine, that I may say 
The Gods themselves do weepe. 

Cleo, This proves me base : 

If she first meete the Curled Antbmjy 
Hee'l make demand of her, and spend that kisse 
Which is my heaven to have. Come thou mortal wretch, 
With thy sharpe teeth this knot intrinsicate. 
Of life at once untye : Poore venomous Foole, 
Be angry, and dispatch. Oh could'st thou speake, 
That I might heere thee call great Cmtar Asse, nnpolicied. 
Char. Oh Easteme Starre. 
Cleo. Peace, peace : 

Dost thou not see my Baby at my breast, 
That suckes the Nurse asleepe. 

Char, O breake ! O breake ! 

Cko. As sweet as Balme, as soft as Ayre, as gentle. 
O Anthony ! Nay I will take thee too. 

What should I stay I^yes> 

Char. In this wilde World ? So fare thee well : 
Now boast thee Death, in thy possession Ijres 
A lasse unparalell'd. Downie Windowes cloze. 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes againe so Royall : your Crownes away. 
He mend it, and then play 

Enter the Guard rustTtng uif and Dolabelhu 

I Guard. Where's the Queene ? 

Char. Speake softly, wake her not. 

I C£sar hath sent 

Char. Too slow a Messenger. 

Oh come apace, dispatch, I partly feele thee. 
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1 Approach hoa, 

All's not well : Cssan^i beguild. 

2 There's DJabeOa sent from (Usar : call him, 

1 What worke is heere Cbarman ? 
Is this well done ? 

Char. It is well done, and fittmg lor a Princeiit 
Descended of so many Royall Kings. 
Ah Souldier. C W wt m <((r^. 

Emer DdahdU. 

DoL How goes it heere ? 

2 Gffordl All dead. 

2>o/. CfMTi thy ihoughls 

Touch their ef!e6ts in this : Thy selfe art commlng 
To see performed the dreaded Adl which thou 
So sought'st to hinder. 

Enter Qatar and all hh TraitM^ UMiyMl^ 

jfIL A way there, a way for CW/itr, 

DoL Oh sir, you are too sure an Augun^r i 
That you did feare, is done. 

Casar. Bravest at th« Usl| 

She lereird at our purposes, and being Royall 
Tooke her owne way : the manner of their \\iHH\vs 
I do not see them bleede. 

DoL Who WAS last with \\\n\\ } 

I GuarJ. A simple Countrymani that (Ml»^t|)hl \\{\ \1^'\^% k 
This was his Basket. 

Caiar, Poyson'd then, 

I Guard. Oh Cahtr i 

This Charmian liVd but now, she stcHht and s|i«lktP ) 
I found her trimming up the Diadem | 
On her dead Mistris tremblingly she «tou«i| 
And on the sodaine dropt 

Catar. Oh Noble w«Nk0n«M0 t 
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If they had swallow'd poyson, 'twould appeare 

By external] swelling : but she lookes like sleepe. 

As she would catch another Anthony 

In her strong toyle of Grace. 

DoL Heere on her bresty 

There is a Tent of Bloud, and something blowne. 

The like is on her Anne. 

1. Guard. This is an Aspickes traile. 

And these Figge-leayes have slime upon them, such 

As th'Aspicke leaves upon the Caves of Nyle. 
Cnsar. Most probable 

That so she dyed : for her Physitian tels mee 

She hath pursu*de Conclusions infinite 

Of easie wayes to dye. Take up her bed, 
* And beare her Women from, the Monument, 

She shall be buried by her Anthony, 

No Grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
^ A payre so famous : high events as these 

Strike those that make them : and their Story is 

No lesse in pitty, then his Glory which 

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army shall 

In solemne shew, attend this Funerall, 

And then to Rome. Come DotabeUa^ see 

High Order, in this great Solemnity. Exeunt omnes. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

CYMBELINE. 



A{lus Primus. Scana Prima. 




Enter two Gentlemen, 
I Gent. 
Ou do oot meet a man bat Frownes. 
Our bloods oo more obey the I^eafens 
Then our Courtiers : 
Still seeme, as do's the Kings, 
a Gent. But what's the matter ? 

1 His daughter, and the heire of 's kingdonie (whom 
He purposed to his wives sole Sonne, a Widdow 
That late he married) hath referred her selfe 

Unto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 
Her Husband banish'd ; she imprisoned, all 
Is outward sorrow, though I thinke the King 
Be touch'd at yery heart 

2 None but the King i 

I He that hath lost her too : so is the Qneene, 
That most desired the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they weare their faces to the bent 
Of the Klings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowle at. 

a And why so ? 

I He that hath missed the Princesse, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report : and he that hath her. 



3 1 4 ^be Tragedie of Cymbeline. act 

(I meaiie« that married her, alacke good man, 
Aod therefore banishM) is a Creature, such, 
Af to aeeke through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like; there would be something fiuling 
Id him, that should compare. I do not thinke^ 
So faire an Outward, and such stnfle Within 
Endowes a man, but hee. 

2 You speake him £urre. 

I I do extend him (Sir) within himselfe. 
Crush him together, rather then unfold 
His measure duly. 

I What's his name, and Birth ? 

I I cannot delve him to the roote : His Father 
Was call'd SldBuif who did joyne his Honor 
Against the Romanes, with Casitbuhm^ 
But had his Titles by Tenatahu^ whom 
He senr'd with Glory, and admir*d Successe : 
So gain'd the Sur-addition, LeonahUm 
And had (besides this Gendeman in question) 
Two other Sonnes, who in the Warres o'th'tiroe 
Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which, their Father 
Then old, and fond of yssue, tooke such sorrow 
That he quit Being ; and his gende Lady 
Bigge of this Gendeman (our Theame) deceast 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
To his protedtion, cals him Pottbumus Leonaiw, 
Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the Learnings that his dme 
Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
As we do ayre, fast as 'twas ministred, 
And in's Spring, became a Harvest Liv'd in Court 
(Which rare it is to do) most prais'd, most lov'd, 
A sample to the yongest : to th'more Mature, 
A glasse that feated them : and to the graver, 
A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Mistris, 
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(For whom he now is banish'd) her owne price 

Proclaimes how she esteem'd him ; and his Vertoe 

By her eledion may be truly read, what kind of man he is. 

t I honor him, even out of your report. 
But pray you tell me, is she sole childe to'th'Eling ? 

1 His onely childe : 

He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldest of them, at three yeares old 
I'th'swathing doathes, the other from their Nursery 
Were stolne, and to tliis houre, no ghetse in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 How long is this ago ? 

1 Some twenty yeares. 

2 That a Kings Children should be so coixftfd^ 
So slackely guarded, and the search so slow 

That could not trace them. 

1 Howsoere, 'tis strange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at : 
Yet is it true Sir. 

2 I do well beleeve you. 

I We must forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Princesse. Exnmi, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the Queene^ Potihumutf and Imogen. 

Qu. No, be assur'd you shall not finde me (Daughter) 
After the slander of most Step-Mothers, 
Evill-ey'd unto you. You're my Prisoner, but 
Your Gaoler shall deliver you the keyes 
That locke up your restraint For you Posthtmuif 
So BOone as I can win th'offended King, 
I will be knowne your Advocate : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good 
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Yon lean'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wisedome may infbnne you. 

Post. 'Please your Highnesse, 

I will from hence to day. 

Qu. You know the perill : 

lie fietch a turne about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barred Afie^ons, though the Sang 
Hath chai^'d you should not ^)eake together. Exit, 

Imo. O dissembling Curtesae 1 How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ? My deerest Husband, 
I something feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes resenr'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You must be gone. 
And I shall heere^de the hourely shot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to lire. 
But that there is this Jewell m the world. 
That I may see againe. 

PoiL My Queene, my Mistris : 

O Lady, weepe no more, least I give cause 
To be suspedted of more tenderness 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
The loyall'st husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My residence m Rome, at one Ftlorio^Sf 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes. He drinke the words you send. 
Though Inke be made of GalL 

Enter Queene* 

Qu, Be briefe, I pray you : 

If the King come, I shall incurre, I know not 
How much of his displeasure : yet He more him 
To walke this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he do*s buy my Injuries, to be Friends : 
Payes deere for my offences. 



sc. lu Ths Tragedie cf Cymbeline. 317 

PoU. Should we be taking leave 

As long a terme as yet we have to live, 
The loathnesse to depart, would grow : Adieu. 

Imo, Nay, stay a litde : 
Were you but ridiog fonh to ayrc your sclfe, 
Such parUDg were too petty. Looke heere (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; take it (Heart) 
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead 

Post. How, how ? Another ? 

You gende Gods, give me but this I have. 
And seare up my embracements finom a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere. 
While sense can keepe it on : And sweetest, fiurest. 
As I (my poore selfe) did exchange for you 
To your so infinite losse ; so in our trifles 
I still winne of you. For my sake weare this. 
It is a Manacle of Love, lie place it 
Upon this fayrest Prisoner. 

Imo, O the Gods ! 

When shall we see againe ? 

Enter CymbeBne^ and Lords, 

Post. Alacke, the King. 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoyd hence, from my sight 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthinesse, thou dyest. Away, 
Thou'rt poyson to my blood. 

Post. The Gods protect you. 

And blesse the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. Exit, 

Imo, There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharpe then this is. 

Cym, O disloyall thing, 

That should'st repayre my youth, thou heap'st 
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A yeares age on mee. 

Imo. I beseech you Sir, 

Ebnne not your selfe with your vexation^ 
I am senselease of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares. 

Cynu Past Grace ? Obedience ? 

Imo. Past hope, and in dispaire, that way past Grace. 

Cym. That might'st have had 
The sole Sonne of my Queene. 

Imo, O blessed, that I might not : I chose an Eagle, 
And did avoyd a Puttocke. 

Cynu Thou took'st a Begger, would'st have made my 
Throne, a Seate for basenesse. 

Imo, No, I rather added a lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vilde one ! 

Imo, Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Postbumus: 
You bred him as my Play-feUow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes mee 
Almost the summe he payes. 

Cynu What ? art thou mad ? 

Itno. Almost Sir : Heaven restore me : would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Letmaiui 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Enter Queene, 

Cynu Thou foolish thing ; 

They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our conunand. Away with her. 
And pen her up. 

Qti. Beseech your patience : Peace 

Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 
Leave us to our selves, and make your self some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym, Nay let her languish 



8c. n. The Tragedie of Cytnbeline. 3 1 9 

A drop of blood a day, aod being aged 

Dye of this Folly. Exit. 

Enter Puamo, 

Qtu Fye, you must give way : 

Heere is your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 

Piia. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Master. 

Qu, Hah ? 

No harme I trust is done ? 

Pua. There might have beene. 

But that my Master rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Qu. I am very glad on't 

Imo. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile. O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Affiicke both together. 
My selfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Master ? 

Pua, On his conmiand: he would not suffer mee 
To bring him to the Haven : left these Notes 
Of what commands I should be subjed too, 
When't pleased you to employ me. 

Qu. Thb hath beene 

Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remaine so. 

Pua, 1 humbly thanke your Highnesse. 

Qu. Pray walke a-while. 

Imo. About some halfe houre hence. 

Pray you speake with me ; 
You shall (at least) go see my Lord aboord. 
For this time leave me. Exeunt. 
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Scena Tertia, 

Enter Cloiten and two Lords, 

I. Sir^ I would advise you to shift a Shirt ; the Violence of 
AdtioD hath made you reek as a Sacrifice : where ayre comes 
out, ayre comes in : There's none abroad so wholesome as that 
you vent. 

Clot, If my Shirt were bloody, then to shift it. 
Have I hurt him ? 

2 No faith : not so much as his patience. 

1 Hurt him ? His bodie's a passable Carkasse if he bee not 
hurt. It is a through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 

2 His Steele was in debt, it went o'th'Back-side the Towne. 
Clot. The Villaine would not stand me. 

2 No, but he fled forward still, toward your face. 

1 Stand you ? you hare Land enough of your owne : 
But he added to your having, gave you some ground. 

2 As many Inches, as you have Oceans (Puppies.) 
Clot, I would they had not come betweene us. 

2 So would \f till you had measured how long a Foole you 
were upon the ground. 

Clot. And that shee should love this Fellow, and refuse mee. 
2 If it be a sin to make a true eledHon, she is damn'd. 

1 Sir, as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine go 
not together. Shee's a good signe, but I have seene small 
refle^on of her wit. 

2 She shines not upon Fooles, least the reflection 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come» lie to my Chamber: would there had beene 
some hurt done. 

2 I wish not sOy unlesse it had bin the fall of an Asse, which 
is no great hurt. 

Clot. Youl go with us ? 

I He attend your Lordship. 
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Clot. Nay come, let's go together. 

2 Well my Lord. Exeunt. 

Scena ^arta. 

Enter Imogen^ and Phanto, 

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o'th^Haven, 
And questioned'st every Saile : if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a Paper lost 
As offer'd mercy is : What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pita. It was his Queene, his Queene* 

Imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchiefe i 

Piia, And kist it, Madam. 

Imo, Senselesse Linnen, happier therein then I : 
And that was all ? 

Pisa. No Madam : for so long 

As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 
Distinguish him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
Still waving, as the fits and stirres oPs mind 
Could best expresse how slow his Soule sayl'd on, 
How swift his Ship. 

Imo. Thou should'st have made him, 

As little as a Crow, or lesse, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pua. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; 
Crack'd them, but to looke upon him, till the diminution 
Of space, had pointed him sharpe as my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The smalnesse of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Have tum'd mine eye, and wept. But good Piianio, 
When shall we heare from him. 

Vlli. X 
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French, I have seene him in France: wee had very many 
there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as hee. 

lacb. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, wherein he 
must be weighed rather by her valew, then his owne, words him 
( I doubt not) a great deale from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment. 

lach. I, and the approbation of those that weepe this Iament<« 
able divorce under her colours, are wonderfuUy to extend him* 
be it but to fortifie her judgement, which else an easie battery 
might lay flat, for taking a Begger without lesse quality. But 
how comes it, he is to sojoume with you \ How creepes 
acquaintance ? 

Phil, His Father and I were Souldiers together, to whom I 
have bin often bound for no lesse then my life. 

Enter Poiihttmiu. 
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be so entertained ansong'st 
you, as suites with Gentlemen of your knowing, to a Stranger of 
his quality. I beseech you all be better knowne to this Gentle- 
man, whom I commend to you as a Noble Friend of mine. How 
Worthy he is, I will leave to appeare hereafter, rather then story 
him in his owne hearing. 

French. Sir we have knowne togither in Orleance. 

Post, Since when, I have bin debtor to you for courtesies, 
which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o're-rate my poore kindnesse, I was glad I 
did attone my Countryman and you: it had beene pitty you 
should have beene put together, with so mortall a purpose, as then 
each bore, upon importance of so slight and triviall a nature. 

Post. By your pardon Sir^ I was then a young Traveller^ 
rather shun'd to go even with what I heard, then in my every adion 
to be guided by others experiences : but upon my mended judge- 
ment (if I offend to say it is mended) my Quarrell was not alto- 
gether slight. 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arinterment of Swords, and 
by such two, that would by all likelyhood have confounded one 
the other, or have falne both. 
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laeh. Can we vidi maDDm, adte what wit the 

Fremch. Sdei^y I thtnke, twii a co nt enti on in p id Hhlir, wrfai 
may (without contndidioD) mSa the repoit. It was noch I 
an ar)giuneot that feU oat latt night, where cadi of at Irfl in pn 
of our Couotfy-MiMretKt. This Gen tl e man , at that time voac 
rog (and upon wairant of bloody alfinnation) hit to be an 
Faire, Vertooua, Wite, Chatte, Conttant, Qufificd* and k 
attemptible then any, the rarest of our Ladiet in Frnmce. 

lack. That Lady it not now liring; or thb Cc i mIcuk 
0|Mnion by thit, wome out. 

Post. She holds her Veitue ttill, and I my roiod. 

laeh. You roust not so fane preferre her, 'fore ours of Italy 

Poith. Being so hm prorok'd as I was in France : I woi 
abate her nothing, though I profeste my telfe her Adorer, not 1 
Friend. 

laeh. As faire, and as good : a kind of hand in hand compa 
son, had beene something too £ure, and too good for any La 
in Britanie, if she went before others. I have seene at tl 
Diamond of yours out-lusters many I have beheld. I coold c 
beleeve she excelled many : but I have not seene the most pi 
tious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poit. I prais'd her, as I rated her : so do I my Stone. 

lach. What do you esteeme it at ? 

Post. More then the world enjoyes. 

laeh. Either your unparagon'd Mistris is dead, or she*t oi 
priz'd by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be solde or given, or 
there were wealth enough for the purchases, or merite for t 
guift The other is not a thing for sale, and onely the guift 
the Gods. 

laeh. Which the Gods have given you ? 

PoiL Which by their Graces I will keepe. 

laeh. You may wcarc her in title yours: but you kno 
•trange Fowie light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring m 
be stolne too, so your brace of unprizeable Estimations, the one 
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but fraile, and the other Casuall ; A cunning Thiefe^ or a (that 
way) accomplished Courtier, would hazzard the winning both of 
first and last. 

Post, Your Italy, containes none so accomplished a Courtier to 
convince the Honour of my Mistris : if in the holding or losse of 
that, you terme her fraile, I do nothing doubt you have store of 
Theeves, notwithstanding I feare not my Ring. 
Phil, Let us leave heere, Gentlemen ? 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I thanke 
him, makes no stranger of me, we are familiar at first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I should get 
ground of your faire Mistris ; make her go backe, even to the 
yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunitie to friend. 
Post. No, no. 

lach, I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my Estate, to 
your Ring, which in my opinion o're-values it something : but I 
make my wager rather against your Confidence, then her Reputa- 
tion. And to barre your offence heerein to, I durst attempt it 
against any Lady in the world. 

Post, You are a great deale abus'd in too bold a perswasion, 
and I doubt not you sustaine what y^are worthy of, by your 
Attempt 

lack. What's that ? 

Postb, A Repulse though your Attempt (as you call it) 
deserve more ; a punishment too. 

Phi Gentlemen enough of this, it came in too sodainely, kt it 
dye as it was borne, and I pray you be better acquainted. 

liuh. Would I had put my Esute, and my Neighbors on th' 
approbation of what I have spoke. 

Post. What Lady would you chuse to assaile ? 
lach. Yours, whom in constancie you thinke stands to safe. I 
will lay you ten thousand Duckets to your Ring, that commend 
me to the Court where your Lady is, with no more advantage 
then the opportunitie of a second conference, and I will bring 
from thence, that Honor of hers, which you imagine so reserved. 
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hxrc u 



Poitbmiu, I will wage against your Gold, Gold to it : My 
Ring I holde deere as my finger, 'tis part of it. 

laeh. You are a Friend, and there in the wiser : if yon buy 
Ladies flesh at a Million a Dram, you cannot presenre it from 
tainting ; but I see you have some Religion in you, that you 
feare. 

Postbu. This is but a custome in your tongue : you beare a 
graver purpose I hope. 

lach, I am the Master of my speeches, and would under-go 
what's spoken, I sweare. 

Posihu. Will you ? I shall but lend my Diamond till your 
retume : let there be Covenants drawne between's. My Mistris 
exceedes in goodnesse, the hugenesse of your unworthy thinking. 
I dare you to this match : heere's my Ring. 
Phil. I will have it no lay. 

Inch. By the Gods it is one: if I bring you no sufficient 
testimony that I have enjoy'd the deerest bodily part of your 
Mistris : my ten thousand Duckets are yours, so is your Diamond 
too : if I come off) and leave her in such honour as you have 
trust in ; Shee your Jewell, this your Jewell, and my Gold are 
yours : provided, I have your commendation, fer my more finee 
entertainment. 

Poti. I embrace these Conditions, let us have Articles betwixt 
us : onely thus farre you shall answere, if you make your voyage 
upon her, and give me diredlly to understand, you have prevayl'd, 
I am no further your Enemy, shee is not worth our debate. If 
shee remaine unseduc'd, you not making it appeare otherwise : for 
your ill opinion, and th'assault you have made to her chastity, you 
shall answer me with your Sword. 

lacb* Your hand, a Covenant : wee will have these things set 
downe by lawfiill Counsell, and straight away for Britaine, least 
the Bargaine should catch colde, and sterve : I will fetch my 
Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 
Poit. Agreed. 
French. Will this hold, thinke you. 
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Phil, Signior lachimo will not from it 
Pray let us follow 'em. Exeunt. 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter Queeney LadUty and CorneStu. 

Qu, Whiles yet the dewe's on ground. 
Gather those Flowers, 
Make haste. Who ha's the note of them ? 

Lady. I Madam. 

Queen, Dispatch. Exit Ladiei. 

Now Master Dodor, have you brought those drugges ? 

Cor, Pleaseth your Highnes, I •> here they are. Madam : 
But I beseech your Grace, without oflPence 
(My Conscience bids me aske) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poysonous Compounds, 
Which are the moovers of a languishing death : 
But though slow, deadly. 

Qif. I wonder, Dodor, 

Thou ask'st me such, a Question : Have I not bene 
Thy Pupil 1 long ? Hast thou not leam'd me how 
To make Perfumes ? Distill ? Preserve ? Yea so, 
That our great King himselfe doth woo me oft 
For my Confedions ? Having thus farre proceeded, 
(Unlesse thou think'st me divellish) is't not meete 
That I did amplifie my judgement in 
Other Conclusions ? I ^ill try the forces 
Of these thy Compounds, on such Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
AUayments to their Ad, and by them gather 
Their sevendl vertues, and efieds. 

Cor. Your Highi 



328 The Tragedie rfCymbeline. act i. 

Shall from this pra^Hae, but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these efieds will be. 
Both Doysome, and infedious. 

Qm. O content thee. 

Enter Puamo, 
Heere comes a flattering Rascall, upon him 
Will I first woxkt : Hee's for his Master, 
And enemy to my Sonne. How now Phanio ? 
Dodor, your serrice for this time is ended, 
Take your owne away. 

Car, I do susped you. Madam, 

But you shall do no harme. 

Qii. Hearke thee, a word. 

Cor, I do not like her. She doth thinke she ha's 
Strange lingering poysons : I do know her spirit. 
And will not trust one of her malice, with 
A drugge of such danm'd Nature. Those she ha's. 
Will stupifie and dull the Sense a-while, 
Which first (perchance) shee'l prore on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what shew of death it makes, 
More then the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more fresh, reriTin^ She is fool'd 
With a most false efk€t : and I, the truer. 
So to be fidse with hen 

Qtf. No further service, Dodtor, 

Untill I send for thee. 

Cor, I humbly take my leave. Exit, 

Qu, Weepes she still (saist thou i) 
Dost thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let instrudtions enter 
Where Folly now possesses ? Do thou worke : 
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the insunt, thou art then 
As great as is thy Master : Greater, for 
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HU Foitones all lye speechlesse, and his name 

Is at last ga^. Returne he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is : To shift his being, 

Is to exchange one mtseiy with another. 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 

A dayes woiice m him. What shalt thou expedl 

To be depender on a thing that leanes i 

Who cannot be new built, nor ha's no Friends 

So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak'st up 

Thou know'st not what : But take it for thy labour, 

It is a thing I made, which hath the King 

Five times redeemed from death. I do not know 

What is more Cordiall. Nay, I prythee take it. 

It is an earnest of a farther good 

That I meane to thee. Tell thy Mistris how 

The case stands with her : doo't, as from thy selfe ; 

Thinke what a chance thou changest on, but thinke 

Thou hast thy Mistris still, to boote, my Sonne, 

Who shall take notice of thee. He move the King 

To any shape of thy Preferment, such 

As thou'lt desire : and then my selfe, I cheefely, 

That set thee 00 to this desert, am bound 

To k>ade thy merit richly. Call my women. Exii Pua. 

Thinke 00 my words. A slye, and constant knave, 

Not to be shak'd : the Agent for his Master, 

And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 

The hand-fiut to her Lord. I have given him that, 

Which if he take, shall quite unpeople her 

Of Leidgers for her Sweete : and which, she after, 

Except Ac bend her humor, shall be usur'd 

To taste of too. 

Emier Puama^ and Lat&ei. 
So, so : Well done, well done : 
The Violets, Cowslippes, and the Prime-Roses 
Bcare to my Ck)sset ; Fare thee well, Puanio. 
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Thinke on my words. Exit Qu. and La£ts, 

Pisa. And shall do : 

But when to my good Lord, I prove untnie. 
He choake my aelfe : there's all He do for yon. Eaeii. 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Imogen alone, 

Imo. A Father cruelly and a Stepdame fidse, 
A Foolish Suitor to a Wedded-Lady, 
That hath her Husband banish'd: O, that Husband, 
My supreame Crowne of griefe, and those repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-stobe, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but most miserable 
Is the desires that's glorious. Blessed be those 
How meane so ere, that have their honest wills, 
Which seasons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye. 

Enter Pitamo^ and lachimo, 

Piia, Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

lack Change you, Madam : 

The Worthy Leonatui is in safety, 
And greetes your Highnesse deerely. 

Imo, Thanks good Sir, 

You're kindly welcomei 

lach. All of her, that is out of doore, most rich : 
If she be fiimish'd with a mind so rare 
She is alone th' Arabian-Bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldnesse be my Friend : 
Arme me Audacitie from head to foote. 
Or like the Parthian I shall flying fight. 
Rather directly fly^ 
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« 

Imogen reads. 
He it mu of the Noblest note^ to whose kindnesses lam most infinUely 
tied, RefleS upon him accordingly f as you value your trust, 

Leonatus. 

So farre I reade aloud. 

But ereD the very middle of* my heart 

Is warm'd by'th'rest, and take it thankefully. 

You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as I 

Have words to bid you, and shall finde it so 

In all that I can do. 

lacL Thankes fairest Lady : 

What are men mad ? Hath Nature giyen them eyes 
To see this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The firie Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Upon the number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spe^cles so pretious 
Twixt ^re, and foule ? 

Imo, What makes your admiration ? 

lach. It cannot be i'th'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys 
'Twixt two such She's, would chatter this way, and 
Conterane with mowes the other. Nor i'th'judgemeot: 
For Idiots in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definit : Nor i'th'Appetite. 
Sluttery to such neate Excellence, oppos*d 
Should make desire vomit emptinesse, 
Not so allur'd to feed. 

Imo, What is the matter trow ? 

lach. The Cloyed will : 

That satiate yet unsatisfi'd desire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravening first the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. Wliat, deere Sir, 

Thus rap's you ? Are you well ? 

lach. Thanks Madam well : Beseech you Sir, 
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Desire my Man's abode, where I did leave him : 
He's strange and peevish. 

Pisa, I was going Sir, 

To give him welcome. Exit, 

Imo. Gmtinues well my Lord \ 

His health beseech you ? 

lacL Wdl, Madam. 

Imo, Is he disposed to mirth I I hope he is. 
lack. Exceeding pleasant : none a stranger there^ 
So merry, and so gamesome : he is calPd 
The Britaine Reveller. 

Imo. When he was heere 

He did incline to sadnesse, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

lacb, I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monsieur, that it seemes much loves 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 
The thicke sighes from him ; whiles the jolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord I meane) laughes from's free lungs : cries oh. 
Can my sides hold, to think that man who knowes 
By History, Report, or his owne proofe 
What woman is, yea what she cannot choose 
But must be : will's free houres languish : 
For assured bondage ? 

Imo, Will my Lord say so ? 

lach. I Madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter. 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 
But Heaven's know some men are much too blame. 
Imo. Not he I hope. 
lacL Not he : 

But yet Heaven's bounty towards him, might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himselfe 'tis much ; 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents. 



»c. Til. The Tragedie of Cymbeline, 333 

Whil'st I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo. What do you pitty Sir ? 

lack Two Creatures heartyly. 

Imo, Am I one Sir? 

You looke on roe : what wrack ditceme you in me 
Deserves your pitty ? 

lacb. Lamentable: what 

To hide roe from the radiant Sun, and solace 
I'th'Dungeon by a Snutfe. 

Imo, I pray you Sir, 

Ddiver wkh more opennesse your answeres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

laeL That others do, 

(I was about to say) enjoy pur but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge it. 
Not mine to ^leake on't. 

/mo. You do seeme to know 

Something of me, or what concemes me ; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Then to be sure they do. For Certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne. Discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

laeh. Had I this cheeke 

To bathe my lips iqxm : this hand, whose touch, 
(Whose every touch) would force the Feelers soule 
To'th'oath of loyalty. This objedl, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fearing it onely heere, should I (damn'd thrn ) 
Slawer with lippes as common as the stayrrs 
That mount the Capitoll : Joyne gri|N«t, with htiiuU 
Made hard with hourely falshood (fuUhood it« 
With labour :) then by peeping in un ryr 
Base and illustrious as the imoakic li^ht 
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That's itd with stiDking Tallow : it were fit 

That all the plagues of Hell should at one time 

Encounter such revolt 

Imo. My Lord, I feare 

Has forgot Brittame. 

lacL And himselfe, not I 

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but 'tis your Graces 
That from my mutest Conscience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 

Imo, Let me heare no more. 

lack, O deerest Soule : your Cause doth strike my h^rt 
With pitty, that doth make me sicke. A Lady 
So faire, and fastened to an Emperie 
Would make the greatest King double, to be partnered 
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that selfe exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with diseased ventures 
That play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottennesse can lend Nature. Such boyl'd stufFe 
As well might poyson Poyson. Be reveng'd. 
Or she that bore you, was no Queene, and you 
Recoyle from your great Stocke. 

Imo. Reveng'd : 

How should I be reveng'd ? If this be true, 
(As I have such a Heart, that both mine eares 
Must not in haste abuse) if it be true, 
How should I be reveng'd ? 

lack. Should he make me 

Live like Dlandt Priest, betwixt cold sheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes 
In your despight, upon your purse : revenge it. 
I dedicate my selfe to your sweet pleasure. 
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed. 
And will continue fast to your Af!e6tion, 
Still close, as sure. 
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Imo. What hooy Pltanio ? 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lippes. 
Imo. Away, I do condemne mine eares, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert Honourable 
Thou would'st have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For. such an end thou seek'st, as base, as strange : 
Thou wrongest a Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report, as thou from Honor : and 
Solicites heere a Lady, that disdaines 
Thee, and the Divell alike. What hoa, Psianio ? 
The King my Father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy Assaul| : if he shall thinke it fit, 
A sawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in a Romish Stew, and to expound 
His beastly minde to us ; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, who 
He not respedls at all. What hoa, Pisamo ? 

lack. O happy Leonahu I may say, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfe^ goodnesse 
Her assured credit. Blessed live you long, 
A Lady to the worthiest Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his ; and you his Mistris, onely 
For the most worthiest fit. Give me your pardon, 
I have spoke this to know if your Affiance 
Were deeply rooted, and shall make your Lord, 
"^rhat which he is, new o're : And he is one 
The truest mannered : such a holy Witch, 
That iie enchants Societies into him : 
Halfe all men hearts are his. 

Imo, You make amends. 

lacL He sits 'mongst men, like a defended God ; 
He hath a kmde of Honor sets him off. 
More then a mortall seeming. Be not angrie 
(Most mighty Princesse) that I have adventur'd 
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ACT I, 



To try your taking of a ^ae report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmatioD your great Judgement, 
In the eledion of a Sir, so rare, 
Which you know, cannot erre. The love I beare him. 
Made roe to ^ you thus, but the Gods made you 
(Unlike all others) chaffelesse. Pray your pardon. 

Imo. AU's well Sir : 
Take my powre i'th'Court for yours. 

lach. Vij humble thankes : I had almost forgot 
T'intreat your Grace, but in a small request. 
And yet of moment too, for it concemes : 
Your Lord, my selfe, and other Noble Friends ^ 
Are partners in the businesse. 

Inuu Pray what is't ? 

lacb. Some dozen Romanes of us, and your Lord 
(The best Feather of our wing) have mingled summes 
To buy a Present for the Emperor : 
Which I (the Fa^or for the rest) have done 
In France : 'tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 
Of rich, and exquisite forme, their valewes great. 
And I am something curious, being strange 
To have them in safe stowage : May it please you 
To take them in protedlion. 

Imo, Willingly : 

And pawne mine Honor for their safety, since 
My Lord hath interest in them, 1 will keepe them 
In my Bed-chamber. 

lacb. They are in a Trunke 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, onely for this night : 
I must aboord to morrow. 

Imo. O no, no. 

lacb. Yes I beseech : or I shall short my word 
By lengthening my retume. From Gallia, 
I crost the Seas on purpose, and on promise 
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To sec your Grace. 

Imo, I thanke you for your paines : 

But not away to morrow. 

lack, O I must Madam. 

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I have out-stood my time, which is material! 
To'th'tender of our Present, 

Imo, I will write : 

Send your Trunke to me, it shall safe be kept, 
And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome. Exeunt. 



A£lus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Clotten^ and the two Lordi. 

Clot. Was there ever man had such lucke ? when I kist the 
Jacke upon an up-cast, to be hit away ? I had a hundred pound 
on't : and then a whorson Jacke-an-Apes, must take me up for 
swearing, as if I borrowed mine oathes of him, and might not 
spend them at my pleasure^ 

1. What got he by that ? ;ou have broke his pate with your 
Bowie. 

2. If his wit had bin like him that broke it : it would have 
run all out 

Clot. When a Gentleman is dispos'd to sweare : it is not for 
any standers by to curtail his oathes. Ha ? 

2. No my Lord ; nor crop the eares of them. 

Clot, Whorson dog : I gave him satisfaction ? would he had 
bin one of my Ranke, 

2. To have smell'd like a Foole. 

Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in th'earth : a pox on't. 
I had rather not be so Noble as I am : they dare not fight with 
me, because of the Queene my Mother : every Jacke-Slave hath 

VIII. Y 
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his belly full of Fighting ; and I must go up and downe liki 
Cock, that no body can match. 

2. You are Cocke and Capon too, and you crow Cock, w; 
your combe on. 

Clot. Sayest thou ? 

2. It is not fit your Lordship should undertake every Coi 
panion, that you give offence too. 

Clot. No, I know that : but it is fit I should commit oflfen 
to my inferiors. 

2. I, it is fit for your Lordship onely. 

Clot. Why so I say. 

1. Did you heare of a Stranger that's come to Court to nigh 
Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? 

2. He's a strange Fellow himselfe, and knowes it not 

I. There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought one of Leontu 
Friends. 

Clot. Leonatus ? A banisht Rascall ; and he's another, wh« 
soever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? 

1. One of your Lordships Pages. 

Clot. Is it fit I went to looke upon him i Is there no dero^ 
tioD in't ? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 
Clot. Not easily I thinke. 

2. You are a Foole graunted, therefore your Issues bei: 
foolish do not derogate. 

Clot. Come, He go see this Italian : what I have lost to day 
Bowles, He winne to night of him. Come ; go. 

2. He attend your Lordship. Ex 

That such a craftie Divell as is his Mother 
Should yeild the world this Asse : A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 
And leave eighteene. Alas poore Princesse, 
Thou divine Imogen^ what thou endur'st, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern 'd, 
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A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Wooer, 

More hatefull then the foule expulsion is 

Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid A6t 

Of the divorce, heePd make the Heavens hold firme 

The walls of thy deere Honour. Keepe unshak'd 

That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maist stand 

T'enjoy thy banish'd Lord : and this great Land. Exeunt^ 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Imogen^ in her Bed^ and a Lady, 

Imo. Who's there ? My woman : Heienef 

La. Pkase you Madam. 

Imo. What houre is it ? 

Lady, Almost midnight, Madanu 

Imo. I have read three houres then : 
Mine eyes are weake, ' 

Fold downe the leafe where I have left : to bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 
And if thou canst awake by foure o'th'clock, 
I prythee call me : Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly. 
To your protection I commend me, Gods, 
From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night. 
Guard me beseech yee. Sletfei. 

lacbtmo from the Tnmhe^ 

lach. The Crickets ong, and mans ore-labor*d sense 
Repaires it selfe by rest : Our Tarquine thus 
Did softly presse the Rushes, ere he waken'd 
The Chastitie he wounded. Cytherea^ 
How bravely thou becom'st thy Bed ; fresh Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheetes : that I might touch. 
But kisse, one kisse. Rubies unparagon'd, 
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How deerely they doo*t : Tis her breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus : the Flame o'th'Taper 

Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids. 

To see th'inclosed Lights, now Canopied 

Under these windowes, White and Azure lac'd 

With Blew of Heavens owne tinft. But my designe. 

To note the Chamber, I will write all downe, 

Such, and such pidures : There the window, such 

Th'adomement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 

Why such, and such : and the Contenu o'th' Story. 

Ah, but some naturall notes about her Body, 

Above ten thousand meaner Moveables 

Would testifie, t'enrich mine Inventorie. 

O sleepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her. 

And be her Sense but as a Monument, 

Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off, come off ; 

As slippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 

'Tis mine, and this will witnesse outwardly. 

As strongly as the Conscience do's within : 

To'th'madding of her Lord. On her left brest 

A mole Cinque-spotted : Like the Crimson drops 

I'th'bottome of a Cowslippe. Heere's a Voucher, 

Stronger then ever Law could make ; this Secret 

Will force him thinke I have pick'd the lock, and t'ane 

The treasure of her Honour. No more : to what end ? 

Why should I write this downe, that's riveted, 

Screw'd to my memorie. She hath bin reading late. 

The Tale of Ttreui^ heere the leaffe's tum'd downe 

Where Philomel e gave up. I have enough, 

To'thTruncke againe, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 

May beare the Ravens eye : I lodge in feare. 

Though this a heavenly Angell : hell is heere. Cloche stnhet. 

One, two, three : time, time. Exit. 
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Scena Tertia. 

Enter Clotten, and Lords, 

I Your Lordship is the most patient man in losse, the most 
coldest that ever tum'd up Ace. 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loose. 

I But not every man patient after the noble temper of your 
Lordship ; You are most hot, and furious when you winne. 

Clot. Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
this foolish Imogen^ I should have Gold enough : it's almost 
morning, is't not ? 

1 Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Musicke would come : I am advised to give 
her Musicke a mornings, they say it will penetrate. 

Enter Mtuitians, 
Come on, tune : If you can penetrate her with your fingering, so : 
wee'l try with tongue too : if none will do, let her remaine, but 
He never give o're. First, a very excellent good conceyted thing ; 
after a wonderful sweet aire, with admirable rich words to it, 
and then let her consider. 

SONG. 

Hearke^ bearle^ the Larke at Heaven* gate eingt^ 

and Pbmbus gnu arise^ 
Hli Steeds to water at those Springs 

on chaGc'd Flowres that lyes : 
And wmking Mary^buds bight to ope their Golden eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady sweet arise; 
Arise^ arise. 

So, get you gone : if this penetrate, I will consider your Musicke 
the better : if it do not, it is a voyce in her eares which Horse- 
haires, and Calves-guts, nor the voyce of unpaved Eunuch to boot, 
can never amend. 
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Enter CymbeBne^ and Queene, 

2 Heere comes the King. 

Cloi. I am glad I was up so late, for that's the reason I was 
up so earely : he cannot choose but take this Service I have done, 
^therly. Good morrow to your Majesty, and to my gracious 
Mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the doore of our stem daughter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Clot, I have assayl'd her with Musickes, but she vouchsafes no 
notice. 

Cym, The Exile of her Mmion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him, some more time 
Must weare the print of his remembrance on't, 
And then she's yours. 

Qu, You are most bound to'th'Eling, 

Who let's go by no vantages, that may 
Prefcrre you to his daughter : Frame your selfe 
To orderly solicity, and be friended 
With aptnesse of the season : make denials 
Encrease your Services : so seeme, as if 
Your were inspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her. 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senselesse. 

Clot, Senselesse ? Not so. 

Mei, So like you (Sir) Ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Cmuj Luciui. 

Cym, A worthy Fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we must receyve him 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 
And towards himselfe, his goodnesse fore-spent on us 
We must extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
When you have given good morning to your Mistris, 
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Attend the Queene, and us, we shall have neede 

T 'employ you towards this Romane. 

Come our Queene. Exeunt, 

Clot, If she be up, He speake with her : if not 
Let her lye still, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 
I know her women are about her : what 
If I do line one of their hands, 'tis Gold 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea, and makes 
Diana* s Rangers false themselves, yeeld up 
Their Deere to'th'stand o'th'Stealer : and ^tis Gold 
Which makes the True-man kilPd, and saves the Theefe : 
Nay, sometime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what 
Can it not do, and undoo ? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not understand the case my selfe. 
By your leave. Knockes, 

Enter a Lady, 

La. Who's there that knockes ? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La, No more. 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

La, That's more 

Then some whose Taylors are as deere as yours. 
Can justly boast of: what's your Lordships pleasure ? 

Clot. Your Ladies person, is she ready ? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot, There is Gold for you, 

Sell me your good report. 

La. How, my good name ? or to report of jom 
What I shall thbke is good. The Princesse. 

Enter Imogen. 
Clot. Good morrow ^rest, Sister your sweet hand. 
Imo, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much painet 
For purchasing but trouble : the thankes I give, 
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Is telliog you that I am poore of thankes. 
And Bcarse can spare them. 

CloL Still I sweare I love you. 

1. Imo, If you but said so, 'twere as deepe with me : 

If you sweare still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clot, This is no answer. 

Imo, But that you shall not say, I yeeld being silent, 
I would not speake. I pray you spare me, '^th 
I shall unfold equall discourtesie 
To your best kindnesse : one of your great knowing 
Should leame (being taught) forbearance. 

Cloi, To leave you in your madnesse, 'twere my sin, 
I will not 

Imo, Fooles are not mad Folkes. 

Clot, Do you call me Foole ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 

If you'l be patient. He no more be mad. 
That cures us both. I am much sorry (Sir), 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being so verball : and leame now, for all. 
That I which know my heart, do heere pronounce 
By th'very truth of it, I care not for you. 
And am so neere the lacke of Charide 
To accuse my selfe, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, then make't my boast. 

C/ot, You sinne against 

Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
' The Contract you pretend with that base Wretch, 
One, bred of Almes, and foster'd with cold dishes. 
With scraps o'th'Court : It is no Contract, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their soules 
(On whom there is no more dependancie 
But Brats and Beggery) in selfe-figur'd knot. 
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Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 
The consequence o'th'Crowne, and must not, fbyle 
The precious note of it ; with a base Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livorie, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not so eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 

Wert thou the Sonne of Jufitcr^ and no more. 
But what thou art besides : thou wer't too base. 
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough 
Even to the point of Envie. If 'twere made 
Comparadye for your Vertues, to be stiFd 
The under Hangman of his Kingdome ; and hated 
For being prefer'd so well. 

Cht. The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo, He never can meete more mischance, then come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest Garment 
That ever hath but dipt his body ; is dearer 
In my respe^, then all the Heires above thee, 
Were they all made such men : How now Puaftio P 

Enter Piianio, 

Clot, His Garments ? Now the divell. 

Imom To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently. 

Clot, His Garment ? 

Imo. I am sprighted with a Foole, 

Frighted, and angied worse : Go bid my woman 
Search for a Jewell, that too casually 
Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Masters. Shrew me 
If I would loose it for a Revenew, 
Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 
I saw't this morning : Confident I am. 
Last night 'twas on mine Arme ; I kiss'd it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kisse aught but he. 

Pis. Twill not be lost. 
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Imo. I hope so : go and search. 

Cioi, You have abus'd me : 

His meanest Garment ? 

Imo, I, I said so Sir, 

If you will make't an Adion, call witnesse to't. 

CloL I will enfbrme your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too : 

She's my good Lady ; and will concieve, I hope 
But the worst of me. So I leave you Sir, 
To'th'worst of discontent. Exit 

Clot. lie be reveng'd : 

His mean'st Garment ? Well. £xit. 



Scena ^arta. 

Enter Posthumut^ and Philario. 

Post^ Feare it not Sir : I would I were so sure 
To winne the Eling, as I am bold, her Honour 
Will remaine hePs. 

Phil, What meanes do you make to him ? 

Poit. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the present winters state, and wish 
That warmer dayes would come : In these fear'd hope 
I barely gratifie your love ; they fayling 
I must die much your debtor. 

Ph'd. Your very goodnesse, and your company, 
Ore-payes all I can do. By this your King, 
Hath heard of Great Augustus : Casus Lucius^ 
Will do's Commission throughly. And I think 
Hee'le grant the Tribute : send th'Arrerages, 
Or looke upon our Romaines, whose remembrauce 
Is yet fresh in their griefe. 

Post, I do beleeve 
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(Statist though I am none, nor like to be) 

That this will prove a Warre ; and you shall heare 

The Legion now in Gallia, sooner landed 

In our not-fearing-Britaine, then have tydings 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men more order'd, then when JuRus Cmtar 

Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 

Worthy his frowning at. Their discipline, 

(Now wing-led with their courages) will make knowne 

To their Approvers, they are People, such 

That mend upon the world. 

Enter lachimo. 

Phi. See lachimo. 

Past, The swiftest Harts, have posted you by land ; 
And Windes of all the Comers kiss'd your Sailes, 
To make your vessell nimble. 
• PM Welcome Sir. 

Post, I hope the briefenesse of your answere, made 
The speedinesse of your retume. 

lacbi. Your Lady, 

Is one of the fayrest that I have look'd upon. 

Past. And therewithall the best, or let her beauty 
Looke through a Casement to allure false hearts. 
And be false with them. 

lachu Heere are Letters for you. 

Past, Their Tenure good I trust, 

lach, *Tis very like. 

Post, Was Casus Lucius in the Britaine Court, 
When you were there ? 

lacb. He was expected then. 

But not approach'd. 

Past, All is well yet. 

Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
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lacL If I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in Gold, 
lie make a journey twice as farre, t'enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortnesse, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the ring is wonne. 

Post. The Stones too hard to come by. 

lack. Not a whit, 

Your Lady being so easy. 

Post. Make note Sir 

Your losse, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Must not continue Friends. 

lacL Good Sir, we must 

If you keepe Covenant : had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Mistris home, I grant 
We were to question farther ; but I now 
Professe my selfe the winner of her Honor, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you having proceeded but 
By both your willes. 

Post, If you can mak't apparent 

That you have tasted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. If not, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honor ; gaines, or looses. 
Your Sword, or mine, or Masterlesse leave both 
To who shall finde them. 

lach. Sir, my Circumstances 

Being so nere the Truth, as I will make tliem. 
Must first induce you to beleeve ; whose strength 
I will confirme me with oath, which I doubt not 
You'l give me leave to spare, when you shall finde 
You neede it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

lack. First, her Bed-chamber 

(Where I confesse I slept not, but professe 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
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With Tapistry of SiJke, and Silver, the Story 

Proud Cleopatra^ when she met her Roman, 

And Sidntu swell'd above the Bankes, or for 

The presae of Boates, or Pride. A peecc of Worke 

So bravely done, so rich, that it did stiive 

In Workemanship, and Value, which I wonder'd 

Could be so rarely, and exactly wrought 

Since the true life on't was 

Post* • This is true 2 

And this you might have heard of heere, by me» 
Or by some other. 

lach. More particulars 

Must justifie my knowledge. 

PoiU So they must, 

Or doe your Honour mjury. 

lach. The Chimney 

Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece 
Chaste Dtan^ bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves ; the Cutter 
Was as another nature dumbe, out-went her. 
Motion, and Breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing 

Which you might from Relation likewise reape, 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lach. The Roofe o'th'Chamber, 

With golden Cherubms is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one foote standing, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Post. This is her Honor : 

Lfet it be granted you have seene all this (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance) tlie description 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then if you can 
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Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Jewell : See, 
And now 'tis up againe : it must be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Poii, Jove 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

lach. Sir (I thanke her) that 

She stript it from her Arme : I see her yet : 
Her pretty Adion, did out-sell her guift, 
And yet enrich'd it too : she gave it me. 
And said, she priz'd it once. 

Post. May be, she plucked it off 

To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you ? doth shee I 

PoiL O no, no, no, 'tis true. Heere, take this too. 
It is a Basiliske unto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, 
Where there is Beauty : Truth, where semblance : Love, 
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 
Then they are to then- Vertues, which is nothing : 
O, above measure false. 

PhiL Have patience Sir, 

And take your Ring againe, 'tis not yet wonne : 
It may be probable she lost it : or 
Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted 
Hath stolne it from her. 

Poit. Very true, 

And so I hope he came by't : backe my Ring. 
Render to me some corporall signe about her 
More evident then this : for this was stolne. 
lacb. By Jupiter, I had it from her Arme. 
Post. Hearke you, he sweares : by Jupiter he sweares 
'Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; 'tis true I am sure 
She would not loose it : her Attendants are 
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All sworne, and honourable : they induc'd to steale it ? 

And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 

The Cognisanccf of her incontinencie 

Is this : she hath bought the name of Whore, thus deerly. 

There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 

Divide themselves betweene you« 

Phil, Sir, be patient : 

This is not strong enough to be beleev'd 
Of one perswaded well ofF« 

Post, Never talke on't : 

She hath bin colted by him. 

lack. If you seeke 

For further satisfying, under her Breast 
(Worthy her pressing) lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate Lodging. By my life 
I kist it, and it gave me present hunger 
To feede againe, though fldl. You do remember 
This staine upon her ? 

Post, I, and it doth confirme^ 

Another staine, as bigge as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 

lach. Will you heare more ? \ 

Pott. Spare your Arethmaticke, 
Never count the Tumes : Once, and a Million. 

lacL lie be swome. 

Post. No swearing : 

If you will sweare you have not done% you lye, 
And I will kill thee, if thou do'st deny 
Thou'st made me Cuckold. 

lack. He deny nothing. 

Post, O that I had her beere, to teare her Limb-meale : 
I will go there and doo't, i'th'Court, before 
Her Father. He do something. Exli. 

PbU. Quite besides 

The government of Patience. You have wonne : 
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Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himselfe. 

lacb. With all my heart. Exeuni. 

Enter Patthumus, 

PosL Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Must be halfe- workers ? We are all Bastards, 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When I was stampL Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother seem'd 
The Dum of that time : so doth my Wife 
The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawfull pleasure she restrained. 
And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudencie so Rosie, the sweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd olde Satume ; 
That I thought her 

As Chaste, as un-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Divels ! 
This yellow lacbimo in an houre, was't not ? 
Or lesse \ at first ? Perchance he spoke not, but 
Like a fidl Acom'd Boate, a Jarmen on, 
Cry'de oh, and mounted ; found no opposition 
But what he lookM for, should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could I finde out 
The Womans part in me, for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I aifirme 
It is the Womans part : be it Lying, note it. 
The womans : Flattering, hers 5 Deceiving, hers : 
Lust, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers ; Revenges hers : 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Disdaine, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability ; 
All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 
Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all For even to Vice 
They are not constant, but are changing still ; 
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One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe so old as that. He write against them, 

Detest them, curse them : yet 'tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very Divels cannot plague them better. Exlu 

Jilus Tertius. Scena Prima. 



Enter in State, Cymheftne, Queene, Clotten, and Lords at one 
doore, and at another^ Caius, Lucius, and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Cssar with us i 

Luc. When Julius Cssar (whose remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 
And Conquered it, Cassibulan thine Unkle 
(Famous in Cssars prayses, no whit lesse 
Then in his Feats deserving it) for him. 
And his Succession, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thousand pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Qu. And to kill the mervaile. 

Shall be so ever. 

Clot. There be many Cssars, 

Ere such another Julius : Bntaine's a world 
By it selfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Noses. 

Qu. That opportunity 

Which then they had to take from's, to resume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Ancestors, together with 
The naturall bravery of your Isle, which stands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates, 

VIII. z 
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But sucke them up to'thTop-mast. A kiude of Conqueat 

Cstar made heere, but made not heere his bragge 

Of Came, and Saw, and Over-came : with shame 

(The first that ever touch'd him) he was carried 

From off our Coast, twice beaten : and his Shipping 

(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 

Like Egge-shels moy*d upon their Surges, crack'd 

As easily gainst our Rockes. For joy whereof, 

The fam'd Ceusibidan^ who was once at point 

(Oh giglet Fortune) to master Cssars Sword, 

Made Ludi^Towne with rejoycing-Fires bright, 

And Britaines strut with Courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : our Kii^ome 

is stronger then it was at that time : and (as I said) there is no 

mo such Cesart^ other of them may have crook'd Noses, but to 

owe such straite Armes, none. 
Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

,Clot, We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard as 
Casstbulan^ I doe not say I am one : but I have a hand. Why 
Tribute \ Why should we pay Tribute ? If C£iar can hide the 
Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his pocket, we 
will pay him Tribute for light : else Sir, no more Tribute, pray 
you now. 

Cym. You must know, 
Till the injurious Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cittars Ambition, 
Which swelled so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'th'World, against all colour heere, 
Did put the yoake upon's ; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our selves to be, we do. Say then to Casar^ 
Our Ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our Lawes, whose use the Sword of C^sar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repayre« and franchise, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed. 
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Tho Rome be therfore angiy. Mubnuthu made our lawes 
Who was the first of Britaine, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne, and call'd 
Himselfe a King. 

Luc, I am sorry CymheTine^ 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Casar 
( Citsar^ that hath moe Klings his Servants, then 
Thy selfe Domesticke Officers) thine Enemy : 
Receyve it from me then. Warre, and Confusion 
In Casars name pronounce I 'gainst thee : Looke - 
For fury, not to be resisted. Thus defide, 
I thanke thee for my selfe. 

Cym, Thou art welcome Cahu^ 

Thy Citsar Knighted me \ my youth I spent 
Much under him : of him, I gathered Honour, 
Which he, to seeke of me againe, perfi^rce, 
Behooves me keepe at utterance. I am perfed, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes : a President 
Which not to reade, would shew the Britames cold : 
So Cdsar shall not finde them. 

Luc, Let proofe speake. 

Clot, His Majesty biddes you welcome. Make pastime with 
us, a day, or two, or longer : if you seek us afterwards in other 
tearmes, you shall finde us in our Salt-water-Girdle : if yon beate 
us out of it, it is yours : if you i^ in the adventure, our Crowes 
shall fare the better for you : and there's an end. 

I^uc. So sir. 

Cynu I know your Masters pleasure, and he mine : 
All the Remaine, is welcome. Exeuni. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Pitanio nadmg of a Letter. 
Pit. How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
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What Monsters her accuse ? Leonatm : 
Oh Master, what a strange infection 
Is ^ne into thy eare ? What false Italian, 
(As poysonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevailed 
.On thy too ready hearing ? Disloyall ? No. 
She's punish'd for her Truth ; and undergoes 
More Goddesse-like, then Wife-like ; such Assaults 
As would take in some Vertue. Oh my master. 
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How ? That I should murther her. 
Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which I 
Have made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be 80, to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How looke I, 
That I should seeme to lacke humanity. 
So much as this Fa^ comes to ? Doo't : The Letter. 
That I have sent her^ by her owne command^ 
ShaUgvoe thee opportunities Oh damn*d paper, 
Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : senselesse bauble. 
Art thou a Foedarie for this A61 ; and look'st 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now Puanio ? 

Pit, Madam, heere is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo, Who, thy Lord ? That is my Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, leam'd indeed were that Astronomer 
That knew the Starres, as I his Characters, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is heere contain'd, rellish of Love, 
Of my Lords health, of his content : yet not 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him ; 
Some griefes are medcinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth physicke Love, of his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave : blest be 
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You Bees that make these Lockes of counssule. Lovers, 
And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike. 
Though Forfeytours you cast in prison, yet 
You claspe young Cufids Tables : good Newes Gods. 

JUstke and your Fathers wrath {^should he take me in hu 
Dominion) could not be so cruel! to me^ as you : (^oh the deer est 
of Creatures) would even renew me with your eyes. Take notice 
that I am in Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your owne Love^ 
will out of this advise you^ follow. So he wishes you all happinesse^ 
that remaines loyall to his Vow^ and your encreasing in Love, 

Leonatus Posthumus. 

Oh for a Horse with wings : Hear'st thou Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How farre 'tis thither. If one of meane afi^ures 
May plod it in a weeke, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? Then true Pisanio^ 
Who long'st like me, to see thy Lord ; who longest 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me : yet long'st 
But in a fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 
For mine's beyond, beyond : say, and speake thicke 
(Loves Counsailor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th'smothering of the Sense) how farre it is 
To this same blessed Milford. And by'th'way 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
T'inherite such a Haven. But first of all. 
How we may steale from hence : and for the gap 
That we shall make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our retume, to excuse : but first, how get hence. 
Why should excuse be borne or ere begot ? 
Weele talke of that heereafter. Prythee speake. 
How many store of Miles may we well rid 
Twixt houre, and houre ? 

Pis, One score 'twixt Sun, and Sun, 

Madam's enough for yoa : and too much too. 
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Imo. Why, one that rode to's Excution Man, 
Cottid nerer go so slow : I have heard of Riding wagers 
Where Horses have bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run i'th'Clocks behalfe. But this is Foohie, 
Go, bid my Woman faigne a Sicknesse, say 
SheMe home to her Father ; and provide me presently 
A Ridmg Suit : No costlier then would fit 
A Franklins Huswife. 

Pisa. Madam, you're best consider. 

Imo. I see before me (Man) not heere, not heere ; 
Nor what ensues but have a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee. 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say : 
Accessible is none but Milford way. Exeunt, 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Belarius^ Guideriujy and jirviragus. 

Bel, A goodly day, not to keepe house with such, 
Whose Roofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
Instructs you how t'adore the Heavens ; and bowes you 
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd so high, that Giants may jet through 
And keepe their impious Turbonds on, without 
Good morrow to the Sun. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
We house i'th'Rocke, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gutd. Haile Heaven. 

jirvlr. Haile Heaven. 

Bela, Now for our Mountaine sport, up to yond hill ; 
Your legges are yong : He tread these Flats. Consider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which lessen's, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what Tales, I have told you, 
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Of Courts, of Princes ; of the Tricks in Warre. 
This Service, is not Service ; so being done, \ 
But being so allowed To apprehend thus, 
Drawes us a profit from all things we see : 
And often to our comfort, shall we finde^ 
The sharded-Beetle, in a safer hold 
Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life, 
Is Nobler, then attending for a checke : 
Richer, then doing nothing for a Babe : 
Prouder, then rustling in unpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet keepes his Booke uncros'd : no life to ours. 

Guu Out of your proofe you speak : we poore unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'th'nest ; nor knowes not 
What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this life is best, 
(If quiet life be best) sweeter to you 
That have a sharper knowne. Well corresponding 
With your stiffe Age ; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance : travailing a bed, 
A Prison, or a Debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Jtrvi. What should we speakc of 

When we are old as you ? When we shall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December i How 
In this our pinching Cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing houres away ? We have seene nothing : 
We are beasdy ; subtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate : 
Our Valour is to chace what fiycs : Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prison' d Bird, 
And sing our Bondage freely. 

Bei How you speake* 

Did you but know the Citties Usuries, 
And felt them knowingly : the Art o'th Court, 
As hard to leave, as keepe : whose top to clirobe 



360 The Tragedie of Cytnbeline. act 



lU. 



Is certaine falling : or so slipp'iy, that 

The feare's as bad as Ming. The toyle o'th'Warre» 

A paioe that onely seemes to seeke out danger 

I'th'name of Fame, and Honor, which dyes i'th'search. 

And hath as oft a sland'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of faire A£t Nay, many times 

Doth ill deserve, by doing well : what's worse 

Must curt'sie at the Censure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 

The World may reade in me : My bodie's mark'd 

With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once 

First, with the best of Note. Cymbetme loy'd me. 

And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 

Was not farre off: then was I as a Tree 

Whose boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 

A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 

Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves, 

And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Uncertaine favour. 

Bel. My £iult being nothing (as I have told you oft) 
But that two Villaines, whose false Oathes prevayPd 
Before my perfcdt Honor, swore to CymheUne^ 
I was Confederate with the Romanes : so 
Followed my Banishment, and this twenty yeeres. 
This Rocke, and these Demesnes, have bene my World, 
Where I have liv'd at honest freedome, payed 
More pious debts to Heaven, then in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, up to'th'Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that strikes 
The Venison first, shall be the Lord o'th'Feast, 
To him the other two shall minister. 
And we will feare no poyson, which attends 
In place of greater State : 

He meete you in the Valleyes. Exeunt, 

How hard it is to hide the sparkes of Nature ? 
These Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th'King, 



$c !▼• The Tragedie ofCymbeline. 361 

Nor Cymbelme dreames that they are alive. 

They thinke they are mine. 

And though train'd up thus meanely 

Pth'Cave, whereon the Bowe their thoughts do hit, 

The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In simple and lowe things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the uicke of others. This Paladour^ 

The heyre of Cymbtlim and Britaine, who 

The King his Father cal'd Guideriuu Jove, 

When on my three-foot stoole I sit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits flye out 

Into my Story : say thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus I see my foote on's necke, even then 

The Princely Uood flowes in his Cheeke, he swears, 

Straines his yong Nerves, and puts himselfe in posture 

That a6ls my words. The yonger brother CadwdU 

Once Arvtragtu^ in as like a figure 

Strikes life into my speech, and shewes much more 

His owne conceyving. Hearke, the Game is rows'd, 

Oh CymbeRtu, Heaven and my Conscience knowes 

Thou did'st unjustly banish me : whereon 

At three, and two yeares old, I stole these Babes, 

Thinking to barre thee of Succession, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands. EuriphiUf 

Thou was't their Nurse, they took thee for their mother. 

And every day do honor to her grave : 

My selfe Belariut^ that am Morgan call'd. 

They uke for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit. 

Scena ^arta. 

• A 

Enter Puanio and Imogen* 

Imo. Thou told'st me when we came from horse, the place 
Was neere at hand : Nc're long'd my Mother so 
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To we me fim» as I have now. Piiamo^ Mao : 

Where it Poiitumtu f What if in thy mind 

That makes thee sure thus ? Wherefore breaks that ngh 

From th'inward of thee i One, but painted thus 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 

Beyond selfe-explication. Put thy selfe 

Into a haviour of lesse feare^ ere wildnesse 

Vanquish my stayder Senses. What's the matter ? 

Why tender'st thou that Paper to me, with 

A looke untender i If 't be Summer Newes 

Smile too't before : if Wtnteriy, thou need'st 

But keepe that countenance stil. My Husbands hand i 

That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him, 

And bee's at some hard point Speake man, thy Tongue 

May take off* some extreamitie, which to reade 

Would be even mortall to me. 

Pu. Please you reade, 

And you shall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The most disdain'd of Fortune, 

Imogen reades. 

^^Hy Miitru {Puamo) hath plaide the Strumpet In my Bed: the 
^ Tetthmmiei whereof fyei hiee£ng in me, I speake n<a oui of 
weaie Surmuet^ hut from proof e as strong as ny greefe^ and as eer^ 
tame as I expect my Revenge. Thatpartf thou {Pisamo) must aSe 
for ifif, if thy Faith he not tainted with the hreaeh of hers: let thine 
owne hands take away her Fife : I shall give thee opportunity at 
Milford Haven. She hath my Letter for the purpose : where f if 
thoufeare to strike, and to mate mee certaine it is done, thou art the 
Pander to her dishonour, and egtiaily to me diskyaff. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat alreadie ? No, 'tis Slander, 
Whose edge is sharper then the Sword, whose tongue 
Ottt-venomus all the Wormes of Nile, whose breath 
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Rides on the posting windes, and doth belye 

All comers of the World. Kings, Queenes, and Sutes, 

Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 

This yiperous slander enters. What cheere, Madam ? 

Imo, False to his Bed ? What is it to be ^se ? 
To lye in watch there, and to thinke on him ? 
To weepe 'twixt clock and dock ? If sleep chaise Nature, 
To breake it with a fearfiiU dreame of him. 
And cry my telfe awake ? That's false to's bed I Is it ? 

Pua. Alas good Lady. 

Imo, I false ? Thy Conscience witnesse : lacUmo^ 
Thou didd'st accuse him of Incontinencie, 
Thou then look'dst like a Villaine : now, me thiokes 
Thy favours good enough* Some Jay of Italy 
(Whose mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poore I am stale, a Garment out of fashion, 
And for I am richer then to hang by th'walles, 
I must be ript : To peeces with me : Oh i 
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good seeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) shall be thought 
Put on for Villainy ; not borne where't growes. 
But wome a Baite for Ladies. 

Ptsa. Good Madam, heare me. 

Imo, True honest men being heard, like false JEneas^ 
Were in his time thought ^se : and Synotu weeping 
Did scandall many a holy teare : tooke pitty 
From most true wretchednesse. So thou, Poitbumus 
Wilt lay the Leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be ^se and peijur'd 
From thy great saile : Come Fellow, be thou honest. 
Do thou thy Masters bidding. When thou aeett him, 
A little witnesse my obedience. Looke 
I draw the Sword my selfe, take it, and hit 
The innocent Mansion of my Love (my heart :) 
Feare not, 'tis empty of all things, but Greefe : 
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Thy Master is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, strike, 
Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ; 
But now thou seem'st a Coward. 

Pis, Hence vile Instrument, 

Thou shalt not damne my hand. 

/iM. ^hy, I must dye : 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Masters. Against Selfe-slaughter, 
There is a prohibition so Divine, 
That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere's my heart : 
Something's a-foot : Soft, soft, wee'l no defence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard. What is heere. 
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonaiut^ 
All tum'd to Heresie ? Away, away. 
Corrupters of my Faith, you shall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles 
Beleeve false Teachers : Though those that are betraid 
Do feele the Treason sharpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. And thou Posthumus^ 
That didd'st set up my disobedience 'gainst the King 
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the suites 
Of Princely Fellowes, shalt heereafter finde 
It is no ade of common passage, but 
A straine of Rarenesse : and I greeve my selfe. 
To thinke, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her. 
That now thou tyrest on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. Prythee dispatch. 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy Masters bidding 
When I desire it too. 

Pu, Oh gracious Lady : 

Since I received command to do this businesse, 
I have not slept one winke. 

Imo, Doo't, and to bed then. 
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Pu, lie wake mine eye-balles first. 
Imo. Wherefore then 

Didd'st undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine Adion? and thine owne ? Our Horses labour? 
The Time mviting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being absent ? whereunto I never 
Purpose retume. Why hast thou gone so farre 
To be un-bent ? when thou hast tane thy stand, 
Th'elefted Deere before thee ? 

Pis. But to win time 

To loose so bad employment, in the which 
I have considered of a course : good Ladie 
Heare me with patience* 

Imo. Talke thy tongue weary, speake : 

I have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine eare 
Therein false strooke, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottome that. But speake. 

Pi/. Then Madam, 

I thought you would not backe againe. 

Imo. Most like. 

Bringing me heere to kill me. 

Pu. Not so neither : 

But if I were as wise, as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well : it cannot be. 
But that my Master is abused. Some Villaine, 
I, and singular in his Art, hath don vou both 
Thu cursed injurie. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 

Pua» No, on my life : 

He give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody signe of iL For 'tis commanded 
I should do so : you shall be mist at Court, 
And that will well confirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow 
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What ihall I do the while ? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

P'u. If you'l backc to'th'Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing : 
That CloUeHy whose Loye-suite hath bene to me 
As fearefull as a Siege. 

Pit. If not at Court, 

Then not in Britaine must you bide. 

Imo, Where then ? 

Hath Britaine all the Sunne that shines ? Day i Night i 
Are they not but in Britaine ? Pth'worlds Volume 
Our Britaine seemes as of it, but not in't : 
In a great Poole, a Swannes-nest, pry thee thinke 
There's livers out of Britaine. 

P'u, I am most glad 

You thinke of other place : Th' Ambassador, 
Luciui the Romane comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and but disguise ' 
That which t'appeare it selfe, must not yet be. 
But by selfe-danger, you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, happily, neere 
The residence of Poitbumui : so nie (at least) 
That though his Anions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourely to your eare, 
As truely as he mooves. 

Imo. Oh for such meanes. 

Though perill to my modestie, not death on't 
I would adventure. 

Pit, Well then, heere's the pomt : 

You must forget to be a Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare, and Nicenesse 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely 
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Woman it pretty selfe) into a waggish courage, 
Ready in gybes, quicke-answer'd, sawcie, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you must 
Forget that rarest Treasure of your Cheeke, 
Exposing it (but oh the harder heart, 
Alacke no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan : and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty Trimmes, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo^ Nay be breefe ? 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis* First, make your selfe but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit 
('Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you in their serving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season) 'fore Noble Lucius 
Present your selfe, desire his service : tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know. 
If that his head have eare in Musicke, doubtlesse 
With joy he will imbrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, most holy. Your meanes abroad : 
You have me rich, and J will never ^e 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 

The Gods will diet me with. Prythec away. 
There's more to be consider'd ; but wee'l even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. 

Pis, Well Madam, we must take a short farewell, 
Least being mist, I be suspected of 
Your Carriage from the Court. My Noble Mistris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
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What's in't U precious : if you are sicke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualin'd at Land, a Drainme of this 
Will drive away distemper. To some shade. 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Dire^ you to the best 

Imo, Amen : I thanke thee. ExemU 

Scena ^inta. 

Enter CymbeBne^ Queene^ Cloten^ Lucius^ and Lords. 

Cym. Thus farre, and so farewell. 

Luc. Thankes, Royall Sir : 

My Emperor hath wrote, I must from hence, 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My Masters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjefts (Sir) 

Will not endure his yoake ; and for our selfe 
To shew lesse Soveraignty then they, must needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. 

Luc. So Sir : I desire of you 

A* Conduct over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you. 

Cym, My Lords, you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lucius. 

Luc, Your hand, my Lord. 

Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I weare it as your Enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the Event 

Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucius^ good my Lords 
Till he have crost the Severn. Happines. Exit Luchu, ksfc. 

Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us 
That we have given him cause. 
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Clot, Tis all the better. 

Your valiant Britaines have their wishes id it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our Chariots, and our Horsemen be in readinesse : 
The Powres that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
His wane for Britaine. 

Qu. 'Tis not sleepy businesse, 

But must be look'd too speedily, and strongly. 

Cym, Our expe^tion that it would be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gende Queene, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appeared 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tendered 
The duty of the day. She looke us like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty. 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have beene too slight in sufferance. 

Qu. Royall Sir, 

Since the exile of Pojthumut^ most retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
'Tis time must do. Beseech your Majesty, 
Forbeare sharpe speeches to her. Shee's a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes. 
And strokes death to her. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Cym. Where is she Sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer'd ? 

Mes, Please you Sir, 

Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no answer 
That will be given to'th'lowd of noise, we make. 

Qu, My Lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close, * 
Whereto constrained by her infirmitie, 
viiL 2 A 
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She should that dude leave unpaide to you 
Which dayly she was bound to profier : this 
She wish'd me to make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym, Her doores lock'd ? 

Not scene of late ? Grant HeayenSy that which I 
Feare, prove fiilse. Eaai. 

Qu. Sonne, I say, follow the King. 

Cht. That man of hers, PisamOf her old Servant 
I have not seene these two dayes. Exii. 

Qu. Go, looke after : 

Pisamoy thou that stand'st so for Postbumuif 
He hath a Dnigge of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that. For he beleeves 
It is a thing most precious. But for her. 
Where is she gone ? Haply dispaire hath seiz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flownp 
To her desir'd Poitbumui : gone she is, 
To death, or to dishonor, and my end 
Can make good use of either. Shee being downe, 
I have the placing of the Brittish Crowne. 

Enier Ckien. 
How now, my Sonne ? 

CloL HTis certaine she is fled : 

Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Qu. All the better : may 

This night fore-stall him of the comming day. Exii Qu. 

Clo. I love, and hate her : for she's Faire and Royally 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The best die hath, and she of all compounded 
Out-selles them alL I love her therefore, but 
Disdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Pofthumuff slanders so her judgement. 
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That what's else rare, is choak'd : and in that point 

I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede. 

To be reyeng'd upon her. For, when Fooles shall — y 

Enter Puanio* 
Who is heere ? What, are you packing sirrah ? 
Come hither : Ah you precious Pandar, Villaine, 
Where is thy Lady ? In a word, or else 
Thou art straightway with the Fiends. 

Fir, Oh, good my Lord. 

C^, Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Jupiter, 
I will not aske againe. Close Villaine, 
He have this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to finde it. Is she with Posthunau ? 
From whose so many waights of basenesse, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawne. 

Pii. Alas, my Lord, 

How can she be with him ? When was she miss'd ? 
He is in Rome. 

Clot. Where is she Sir ? Come neerer : 

No farther halting : satis6e me home. 
What is become of her ? 

Pis. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

CIo. All-worthy Villaine, 

Discover where thy Mistris is, at once. 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : 
Speake, or thy silence on the instant, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

Pu. Then Sir : 

This Paper is the historie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Cio, Let's see't : I will pursue her 

Even to jiugtuhu Throne. 

Pit. Or this, or perish. 

She's farre enough, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove his travell, not her danger. 
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Clo. Humh. 

Pu, He write to my Lord she's dead : Oh Inugen^ 
Safe mayst thou wandery safe returne agen. 

Clot, Sirray is this Letter true ? 

Pu, Sir, as I thinke. 

Clot. It is Poithumui hand, I know't Sirrah, if thou would'st 
not be a Villain, but do me true service : undergo those Imploy- 
ments wherin I should have cause to use thee with a serious 
industry, that is, what villainy so ere I bid thee do to perfbrme 
it, diredly and truely, I would thinke thee an honest man : thou 
should'st neither want my meanes for thy releefe, nor my yoyoe 
for thy preferment. 

PLf. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou serve mee ? For since patiently and constantly 
thou hast stucke to the bare Fortune of that Begger Posthumtu^ 
thou canst not in the course of gratitude, but be a diligent follower 
of mine. Wilt thou serve mee ? 

P'u, Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give mee thy hand, heere's my purse. Hast any of thy 
late Masters Garments in thy possession ? 

P'uan, I have (my Lord) at my Lodging, the same Suite he 
wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladie & Mistresse. 

Clo, The first service thou dost mee, fetch that Suite hither, 
let it be thy first service, go. 

Ph. I shall my Lord. Exii, 

Clo, Meet thee at Milford-Haven : (I forgot to aske him one 
thing, He remember't anon : ) even there, thou villaine Pottbu^ 
mut will I kill thee. I would these Garments were come. She 
saide upon a time (the bittemesse of it, I now belch from my 
heart) that shee held the very Garment of Poitbumut^ in more 
respedl, then my Noble and naturall person ; together with the 
adomement of my Qualities. With that Suite upon my backe 
wil I ravish hejr : first kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall she 
see my valour, which wil then be a torment to hir contempt. 
He on the ground, my speech of insulment ended on his dead 
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bodie, and when my Lust hath dined (which, as I say, to yex 
her, I will execute in the Cloathes that she so prais'd :) to the 
Court He knock her backe, foot her honoe againe. She hath 
despis'd me rejoycingly, and He bee merry in my Revenge. 

Enter Pisamo* 
Be those the Garments ? 

Pit, I, my Noble Lord. 

Clo. How long is't since she went to Milford-Haven i 

Pii, She can scarse be there yet. 

Ck. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is the second 
thing that I have commanded thee. The third is, that thou wilt 
be a voluntarie Mute to my designe. Be but dutious, and true 
preferment shall tender it selfe to thee. My Revenge is now at 
Milford, would I had wings to follow it. Come, and be true. 

Exit. 

Pu. Thou bid'st me to my losse : for true to thee, 
Were to prove false, which I will never bee 
To him that is most true. To Milford go. 
And finde not her, whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow 
You Heavenly blessings on her : This Fooles speede 
Be crost with slownesse ; Labour be his meede. Exit, 

Scena Sexta, 

Enter Imogen alone. 

Into. I see a mans life is a tedious one, 
I have tyr'd my selfe : and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sicke, 
But that my resolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Puamo shew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a kenne. Oh Jove, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched : such I meane. 
Where they should be releev'd. Two Beggers told me, 
I could not misse my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
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That haTe Affli^ons on them, knowing 'tis 

A puniahmenty or Triall ? Yes ; no wonder. 

When Rich-ones scarse tell true. To lapse in Fulnesse 

Is sorer, then to lye for Neede : and Falshood 

Is worse in Kings, then Beggers. My deere Lord, 

Thou art one o'th'false Ones : Now I thinke oo thee. 

My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was 

At point to sinke, for Food. But what is this ? 

Heere is a path too't : 'tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call, I dare not call : yet Famine 

Ere deane it o're-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 

Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : Hardnesse ever 

Of Hardinesse is Mother. Hoa ? who's heere ? 

If any thing that's civill, speake : if savage. 

Take, or lend. Hoa ? No answer ? Then He enter. 

Best draw my Sword ; and if mine Enemy 

But feare the Sword like me, hee'l scarsely looke on't 

Such a Foe, good Heavens. Exit. 

Scena Septima. 

Enter Belarius, Guideriuif ami jirvlragus. 

BeL You PoTtdore have prov'd best Woodman, and 
Are Master of the Feast : Cadwall^ and I 
Will play the Cooke, and Servant, 'tis our match : 
The sweat of industry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come, our stomackes 
Will make what's homely, savoury : Wearinesee 
Can snore upon the Flint, when restie Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore house, that keep'st thy selfe. 

Guu I am thoroughly weary. 

jirvi, I am weake with toyle, yet strong in appetite. 

Gut. There is cold meat i'th'Cave, we'l brouz on that 
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Whil'st what we haTe kiU'd, be CookU 

BeL Stay, come not in : 

But that it eates our vidhiallesy I should thinke 
Heere were a Faiery. 

Gul. What's the matter, Sir ? 

Bel By Jupiter an Angeil : or if not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinenesse 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen, 

Imo. Good masters harme me not : 
Before I enter'd heere, I called, and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good troth 
I have stolne nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew'd i'th'Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, 
I would have left it on the Boord, so soone 
As I had made my Meale ; and parted 
With Pray'rs for the Provider. 

Gill. Money ? Youth. 

jirv. All Gold and Silver rather tume to dirt. 
As 'tis no better reckoned, but of those 
Who worship durty Gods. 

Imo. I see you're angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have dyed, had I not made it. 

BeL Whether bound ? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel, What's your name I 

Into. Fideie Sir : 1 have a Kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am falne in this ofience. 

Bel, Prythee (fidre youth) 

Thinke us no Churles : nor measure our good 
By this rude place we live m. Well encouDter^d, 
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Tis almost night, you shall have better cheere 
Ere you depart ; and thankes to stay, and eate it : 
Boyes, bid him welcome. 

Gm. Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard, but be your Groome in honesty : 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

jirvl. He make't my Comfort 

He is a man, He love him as my Brother : 
And such a welcome as Pld give to him 
(After long absence) such is yours. Most welcome : 
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst Friends. 

Imo, 'Mongst Friends ? 

If Brothers : would it had bin so, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize 
Bin lesse, and so more equall ballasting 
To thee Poithumui. 

Bel He wrings at some distress. 

Giii. Would I could freest 
Arvi. Or I, what ere it be. 

What paine it cost, what danger : Gods ! 
Bd. Hearke Boyes. 

Imo, Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave, 
That did attend themselves, and had the vertue 
Which their owne Conscience seal'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peere these twaine. Pardon me Gods, 
rid change my sexe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonattu false. 

Bel. It shall be so : 

Boyes wee'l go dresse our Hunt Faire youth come in ; 
Discourse is heavy, fasting : when we have supp'd 
Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 
So farre as thou wilt speake it. 

Gui. Fny draw neere. 
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Arvi. The Night to'th'Owle, 
And Morne to th'Larke leaae welcome, 
Imo, Thankes Sir. 
Arvu I Pray draw neere. Exnmt* 

Scena 06lava. 



. Enter two Roman Senators^ and Tribuna* 

1. Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ ; 
That smce the common men are now in Adtion 
'Gainst the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake to undertake our Wanes against 
The falne-off Britaines, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this businesse. He creates 
Luchu Pro-Consull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Lery, he conmiands 
His absolute Commission. Long live Caiar, 
Tri, Is Lucius Generall of the Forces ? 

2, uen, 1. 

Tri, Remaining now in Gallia ? 

I . ^^fi. With those Legions 

Which I haye spoke of whereunto your levie 
Must be suppliant : the words of your Commission 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their dispatch. 

7/1. We will discharge our duty. Exeunt. 

A6lm Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Clotten alone. 

Clot. I am neere to'th'place where they should m-*- ^ 
Pisamo have mapp'd it truely. How fit Ui 
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me ? Why should his Mistris who was made by him that made 
the Taylor, not be fit too ? The rather (saving rerereoce of the 
Word) for 'tis saide a Womans fitnesse comes by fits : therein I 
must play the Workman, I dare speake it to my seUe, for it b doc 
Vainglorie for a man, and his Glasse, to confer in his owne 
Chamber ; I meane, the Lines of my body are as well drawne as 
his ; no lesse young, more strong, not beneath him in Fortunes, 
beyond him in the advantage of the time, above him in Birth, 
alike conversant in generall services, and more remarkeable in 
single oppositions ; yet this imperseverant Thing loves him in my 
despight. What Mortalitie is ? Pottbumui^ thy head (which 
now is growing uppon thy shouldiers) shall within this houre be 
ofiT, thy Mistris inforced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy 
fiice : and all this done, spume her home to her Father, who may 
(happily) be a litde angry for my so rough usage : but my Mother 
having power of his testinesse, shall tume all into my commenda- 
tions. My Horse is tyed up safe, out Sword, and to a sore 
purpose : Fortune put them into my hand : This is the very 
description of their meeting place and the Fellow dares not 
deceive me. Exit. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter Belarhu^ Gmderius^ jirvtragus^ and Imogen from the Cave. 

Bel, You are not well : Remaine heere in the Cave, 
Wee'l come to you after Hunting. 

ArvL Brother, stay heere : 

Are we not Brothers \ 

Imo. So man and man should be, 

But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sicke. 

Gut, Go you to Hunting, He abide with him. 

Imo. So sicke I am not, yet I am not well : 
But not so Citizen a wanton, as 
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To geeme to dye, ere ncke. So pleue yon, leave me, 
Sticke to your Joumall coarae : the breach of Cunome, 
la breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, ii do comfort 
To ooe not sociable : I am not very acke. 
Since I can reaaon of it : pray you tnitt me heere. 
He rob none but my aeUe, and let me dye 
Stealing ao poorely. 

Gtd. I loTc thee : I have ipoke it. 

How much the quantity, the waight as much, 
Ai I do lore my Father. 

Bd. What? How? how! 

Ar^, If it be none to aay M> (Sir) I yoake mee 
Id my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
I love this youth, and I hare heard you ny. 
Love*! reaaon'i without reason. The Beere at doore. 
And a demand who \it ihall dye, I'ld ny 
My Father, not this youth. 

Btl. Oh Doble atnine ! 

O worthinetae of Mature, l»«ed of Creatneiae I 
" Cowards father Cowards, Sc Bate things Syre Bace { 
"Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace 
Ime not their Father, yet who this should bee, 
Doth myracle it selfe, lov'd before mee. 
Tts the ointh houre oWMome. 

Ann. Brother, farewell. 

/ms. I wish ye sport. 

Arvi. You health.— ~So please you Sir. 

Ima. These are kinde Creatare&, 
Goda, what lyes I have heard ; 
Our Courtiers tay, all's savage, but at Court | 
Experience, oh thou diapioov'st Report. 
Th'empetious Seal Imeda Honsterst forifae I>■il^ 
Poorel 
lamac 
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He now taste of thy Drugge. 

GtiL I could not stirre him: 

He aaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflidted, but yet honest 

jfrvL Thus did he answer me : yet said heereafter^ 
I might know more. 

Bd To'th'Field, to'th'Field : 

Weel leaTe you for this time, go in, and rest. 

jlrvi. Wee'l not be long away. 

BeL Pray be not sicke, 

For you must be our Huswife. 

/mo. WeU, or ill, 

I am bound to you. JSxit, 

BeL And shaFt be ever. 

This youth, how ere distrest, appeares he hath had 
Good Ancestors. 

j^rvi. How Angell-like he sings ? 

Gui. But his neate Cookerie ? 

jlrvi He cut our Rootes in Charracters, 
And sawc'st our Brothes, as Juno had bm sicke, 
And he her Dieter. 

jlrvL Nobly he yoakes 

A smiling, with a sigh ; as if the sighe 
Was that it was, for not being such a Smile : 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye 
From so divine a Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 

GuL I do note, 

That greefe and patience rooted in them both. 
Mingle their spurres together. 

jfrvi. Grow patient. 

And let the stinking-Elder (Greefe) untwine 
His perishmg roote, with the encreasing Vine. 

BeL It is great morning. Come away: Who's there ? 
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Enter Cloten. 

Clo, I cannot finde those Runnagates, that ViJlaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 

Bel. Those Runnagates? 

Meanes he not us ? I partly know him, 'tis 
Cloten^ the Sonne o'th'Queene. I feare some Ambush : 
I saw him not these many yeares, and yet 
I know 'tis he : We are held as Out-Lawes : Hence. 

Gut, He is but one : you, and my Brother search 
What Companies are neere : pray you away. 
Let me alone with him. 

Clot, Soft, what are you 

That flye me thus ? Some villaine-Mountainers ? 
I have heard of such. What Slave art thou ? 

Gut, A thing 

More slavish did I ne're, then answering 
A slave without a knocke. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 

A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe. 

Giif. To who ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have not I 
An arme as bigge as thine \ A heart, as bigge : 
Thy words I grant are bigger : for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art : 
Why should I yeeld to thee ? 

Clot. Thou Villaine base, 

Know'st me not by my Cloathes? 

Guu No, nor thy Taylor, Rascall : 

Who is thy Grandfather ? He made those cloathes, 
Which (as it seemes) make thee. 

Clo, Thou precious Varkt, 

My Taylor made them not 

Gut, Hence then, and thanke 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some Foolei 
I am loath to beate thee. 
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Clol. Thou injurioiu Theefc, 

H«are but thy name, and treroUe. 

Gtd. Wbat'i thy name ? 

Cb. Clolen, thon VilliUDr. 

Gw. Clolen, thou double Villalne be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
'Twould more me (ooner. 

Cbl. To thy iunher feare, 

Nay, to thy meere ConfiMioa, thou ahalt know 
I am Sonne to'th'Queeoe. 

Gui. I am aoTTj for*! : not teeming 

So worthy sa thy Biith. 

C/ia. An not afeurd i 

Gui Those that I rereimce, thoae 1 ftare : the Wtte : 
At Foolei I laugh : not leare them. 

Clot. Dye die deadi : 

When I have daine thee with my proper hand, 
He follow those that even now 6ed hence : 
And on the Gate* of Ludt-Tomni act your head) : 
Yeeld Rusticke Mountaineer. Piglit Bud Exat. 

Ealtr Stiarhu and jtrviragiu. 

Bel. No Companie'a abroad i 

jlrvi. None in the world : you did mistake him tun. 

Bel, I cannot tell : Long ii it tince I saw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of Favour 
Which then he wore ; the matches in his voice. 
And bum of ^leaking were as hii: I am absolute, 
'Twas very Claten, 

jlrvi. la this place we left them ; 

I with my Brother make good time with him. 
You say he is so fell. 

Bd. Bdng scarae made up, 

I roeane to man ; he had not apprehension 
Of roacing terrors : For defeA of judgement 
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Is oft the cause of Feare. 

Enier Guidernu. 
But see thy Brother. 

Gut, This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purse. 
There was no money in*t : Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My heady as I do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done? 

Gut, I am perfed what: cut off one Cloteru head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who called me Traitor, Mountaineer, and swore 
With his owne single hand heel'd take us in, 
Displace pur heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And set them on Luds^Towne. 

BeL We are all undone. 

Gut. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loose, 
But that he swore to take our Lives ? the Law 
Protedts not us, then why should we be tender, 
To let an arrogant peece of flesh threat us ? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himselfe ? 
For we do feare the Law. What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

BeL No single soule 

Can we set eye on : but in all safe reason 
He must have some Attendants. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that 
From one bad thing to worse : Not Frenzie, 
Not absolute madnesse could so farre have rav'd 
To bring him heere alone : although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that such as wee 
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
May make some stronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might breake out, and sweare 
Heel'd fetch us in, yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking. 
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Or they so suffering : then on good ground we feare. 
If we do feaie this Body hath a taile 
More perillous then the head. 

Arvi, Let Ordinance 

Come as the Gods fore-say it : howsoere. 
My Brother hath done we]]. 

BeL I had no rainde 

To hunt this day : The Boy FtdtUs siclcenesse 
Did malce my way long forth. 

Gm, With liis owne Sword, 

Which he did wave against my throat, I liave tane 
His head from him : He throw't into the Creelce 
Behinde our Roclce, and let it to the Sea, 
And teU the Fishes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloien^ 
That's all I reake. Ex'u 

Beh I feare 'twill be reveng'd : 

Would (PoBdore) thou had'st not done't : though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

jirvi. Would I had done't : 

So the Revenge alone pursu'de me : PoTuhre 
I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That possible strength might meet, wold seelc us through 
And put us to our answer. 

Bd. Well, 'tis done : 

Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor seelce for danger ; 
Where there's no profit. I prythee to our Roclce, 
You and Fidele play the Coo]ces : He stay 
Till hasty PoTtdore retume, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

jfrvi. Poore siclce FideU. 

He willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
II 'd let a parish of such Cloteru blood. 
And praise my selfe for cliarity. Exi 

Bel Oh thou Goddesse, 
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Thou divine Nature.; how thy selfe thou bUzon'st 
In these two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet, as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaPd) as the rud'st winde. 
That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 
And make him stoope to th'Vale. 'Tis wonder 
That an mvisible instinA should frame them 
To Royalty unleam'd. Honor untaught. 
Civility not seene horn other : valour 
That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a crop 
As if it had beene sow'd : yet still it*s strange 
What Clotms being heere to us portends. 
Or what his death will bring us. 

EiUer Guideriiu» 

Gm, Where's my Brother? 

I have sent Clotens Clo^pole downe the streame. 
In Embassie to his Mother ; his Bodie's hostage 
For his retume. Solemn MuskL 

Bel My ingenuous Instrument, 

(Hearke Polidore) it sounds : but what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hearke* 

Guu Is he at home ? 

BeL He went hence even now. 

Guu What does he meane \ 

Since death of my deer'st Mother 
It did not speake before. All solemne things 
Should answer solemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes^ 
Is jollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. 
Is Cadwall mad i 

Enter Arviragui^ with Imogen dead^ hearing her in hii Armesm 
Bel Looke, heere he comes. 

And brings the dire occasion in his Armes, 
VIII. 2 B 
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Of what we blame him ibr. 

^rm. The Bird is dead 

That we hare made to much on. I had rather 
Hare ilcipt from nxteeoe yearea of Age, to axty : 
To hare tum'd my leapbg time into a Crutch, 
Then have aeene thii. 

Gm. Oh aweeteit, bjna. Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one halfe to well, 
Aj when thou grew'st thy aelfe. 

Bil. Oh Melancholly, 

Who ever yet could aound thy bottome I Finde 
The Ooze, to thew what Coast thy iluggish care 
Might'n eanleat harbour in. Thou blesaed thiog, 
JoTC IcDowea what man thou might'tt have made: but I, 
Thou dyed'M a moit rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him \ 

jirvi. Starice, a* you aee : 

Thus uniliog, as some Fly had dckled slumber. 
Not as deadis dait, being laugh'd at : his right Cheelce 
Reposing oo a Cushion. 

Gal. Where ? 

jfrvi. O'th'floorc : 

His armes thus leagu'd, I thought he slept, and put 
My clowted Brogues from off" my feete, whose rudenesse 
Answer'd my steps too lowd. 

Gui. Why, he but sleepes : 

If he be gone, hee'l make his Grave, a Bed : 
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted. 
And Wormea will not come lo thee. 

jtrvi. With fayrest Flowers 

Whil'st Sommer lasts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
lie sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt not lacke 
The Flower that's like thy fece. Pale- Primrose, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no, nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to slander. 
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Out-8weetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would 

With Charitable bill (Oh bill sore shaming 

Those rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 

Without a Monument) bring thee all this. 

Yea, and furr*d Mosse besides. When Flowres are none 

To winter-ground thy Coarse 

Guu Prythee have done. 

And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 
And not protradl with admiration, what 
Is now due debt. To'th'grave. 

jirvu Say, where shall's lay him ? 

Gut, By good Eurifbilep our Mother. 

jlrvi Bee't so : 

And let us {^PoRdore) though now our yoyces 
Have got the mannish cracke, sing him to'th'ground 
As once to our Mother : use like note, and words. 
Save that Eursfhile, must be Fideie. 

Cm, Cadwall^ 

I cannot sing : He weepe, and word it with thee ; 
For Notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Then Priests, and Phanes that lye. 

jirvi, Wee'l speake it then. 

Beh Great greefes I see med'cin^ the lesse : For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that : though meane and mighty rotting 
Together have one dust, yet Reverence 
(That Angell of the world) doth make distindtion 
Of place 'tweene high, and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Guu Pray you fetch him hither, 

Theriiles body is as good as jijax^ 
When neyther are alive. 
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Aroi. If you'l go fetch hiniy 

VVee'l say our Song the whil'tt : Brother begin. 

Guu Nay CadwaU^ we must lay his head to th'East, 
My Father hath a reason for't. 
j^ Arm, Tis true. 

*y GuL Come on then, and remove him. 

Arm. Soy begin. 

SONG. 
Guid. Feare no more the teaU f^tVSun^ 
\ •« Nor the furious Wmtere ragei^ 

I « Thou thy worldly task hast don^ 

j ' Home art gon^ and tane thy we^es. 

Golden Lads^ and Girles all must^ 
As Chmney^Swetpers come to dust, 

AnrL Feare no more the/rowne o*th^Greai^ 
Thou art past the Tsrants stroake^ 
Care no more to cloaih and eate^ 
To thee the Reede is as the Oaie: 
The Scepter^ Learnings Pbystcke must^ 
All follow this and come to dust. 
Quid. Feare no more the Lightning flash, 
Ann. Nor tValUdreaded Thunder stone, 
Gui. Feare not Slander^ Censure rash, 
Anri. Thou hast finished Joy and mone. 
Both. All Lovers youngs all Lovers must^ 

Consigne to thee and come to dust, 
Guid. No Exorcisor harme thee^ 
Anri. Nor no witch^craft charme thee, 
Guid. Ghost unlaid forbeare thee, 
Arvi. Nothing ill come mere thee. 
Both. Qtuet consumation have^ 

And renowned he thy grave^ 

Enter Belarius with the body of Cloten, 
Gui, We have done our obsequies : 
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G>me lay him downe. 

Bel, Heere's a few Flowres, but 'bout midnight more : 
The hearbes that have on them cold dew o'th'night 
Are 8trewing8 fit'st for Graves : upon their Faces. 
You were as Flowres, now wither'd : even so 
These Herbelets shall, which we upon you strew. 
Come on, away, apart upon our knees : 
The ground that gave them first, ha's them againe : 
Their pleasures here are past, so are their paine. Exeunt. 

Imegen awakes, 

Imogen, Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way ? 
I thanke you : by yond bush ? pray how farre thether ? 
'Ods pitdkins : can it be sixe mile yet ? 
I have gone all night : 'Faith, He lye downe, and sleepe. 
But soft ; no Bedfellow ? Oh Gods and Goddesses ! 
These Flowres are like the pleasures of the World ; 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame : 
For so I thought I was a Cave-keeper, 
And Cooke to honest Creatures. But 'tis not so : 
'Tvras but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, 
Are sometimes like our Judgements, blinde. Good £uth 
I tremble still with feare : but if there be 
Yet left in Heaven, as small a drop of pittie 
As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. 
The Dreame's heere still : even when I wake it is 
Without me, as within me : not imagined, felt. 
A headlesse man ? The Garments of Postbumm P 
I know the shape of 's Legge : this is his Hand : 
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh 

The brawnes of Hercules : but his Joviall face 

Murther in heaven ? How ? 'tis gone. Pisanto^ 
All Curses madded Hecuba gave the Greekes, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou 
Conspir'd with that Irregulous divell Cbten^ 
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Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read. 

Be henceforth treacherous. DamnM Puanio^ 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Pisamo) 

From this most braTest vessell of the woHd 

Strooke the maine top ! Oh Posthmmu^ alas. 

Where is thy head ? where's that ? Aye me ! whiart*% that ? 

Puamo might have kill'd thee at the heart. 

And left this head on. How should this be, Pisamio^ 

'Tis he, and Cloten : Malice, and Lucre in them 

Have laid this Woe heere. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 

The Drugge he gave me, which hee said was precious 

And Cordiall to me, have I not found it 

Murd'rous to'th'Senses ? That confirmes it home : 

This is PisaMi deede, and Cloien : Oh ! 

Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may seeme to those 

Which chance to finde us. Oh, my Lord I my Lord ! 

Enter Luctui^ Ct^curut^ and a Sootbti^ftr. 

Cap. To them, the Legions garrison'd in Gallia 
After your will, have crost the Sea, attending 
You heere at Milford-Haven, with 3rour Shippes : 
They are heere in readinesse. 

Luc, But what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate hath stirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, most willing Spirits, 
That promise Noble Service : and they come 
Under the ConduA of bold lacbima^ 
Syennt^i Brother. 

Luc. When expeA you them ? 

Ce^, With the next benefit o'th'winde. 

Luc. This fbrwardnesse 

Makes our hopes faire. Command our present numbers 
Be rouster'd : bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
What have you dream'd of late of this warres purpose. 
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Sooth, Last night the very Gods shew'd me a vision 
(I fest, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus : 
I saw Joves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the Spungy South, to this part of the West, 
There vanished in the Sun-beames, which portends 
(Unlesse my sinnes abuse my Divination) 
Successe to th' Roman hoast. 

Lue, Dreame often so. 

And never false. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere ? 
Without his top ? The mine speakes, that sometime 
It was a worthy building. How ? a Page ? 
Or dead, or sleepmg on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 
With the defiindl, or sleepe upon the dead. 
Let's see the Boyes face. 

Ctf, Hee's alive my Lord. 

Luc. Hee'l then instrudl us of this body : Young one^ 
Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it seemes 
They crave to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwise then noble Nature did) 
Hath altered that good Pidure ? What's thy interest 
In this sad wracke ? How came't ? Who is't ? 
What art thou ? 

/ffio. I am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better : This was my Master, 
A very valiant Britame, and a good. 
That heere by Mountaineers lyes slaine : Alas, 
There is no more such Masters : I may wander 
From East to Occident, cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good : serve .truly : never 
Finde such another Master. 

Zriir. 'Lacke, good youth : 

Thou mov'st no lesse with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maister in bleeding : say his name, good Friendt 
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Imo. Richard du Champ: If I do lye, aod do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
Theyl pardon it. Say yoa Sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. FtdeU Sir. 

Luc, Thou doo'st approve thy aelfe the Tery same : 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith ; thy Faith, thy Name : 
Wilt take thy chance with roe ? I will not say 
Thou shalt be so well mastered, but be sure 
No lesse belov'd. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Consull to me, should not sooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 

Imo. He follow Sir. But first, and't please the Goda, 
He hide my Master from the Flies, as deepe 
As these poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaves & weeds, I ha' strew'd his grave 
And on it said a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can) twice o're, He weepe, and sighe. 
And leaving so his service, follow you. 
So please you entertaine mee. 

Luc, I good youth, 

And rather Father thee, then Master thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Finde out the prettiest Dazied-Plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy hee's preferred 
By thee, to us, and he shall be interred 
As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull ; wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles are meanes the happier to arise. Exeuni. 



Scena Tenia, 



Enter Cymheliac^ Lords ^ and Piianio. 
Cym. Againe : and bring me word how 'tis with her, 
A Feavour with the absence of her Sonne ; 
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A madnesse, of which her life's in danger : Heavensy 
How deeply yoa at once do touch me. Imogen^ 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene 
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 
When fearefidl Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone. 
So needfiil] for this present ? It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seeme so ignorant, wee^l enforce it from thee 
By a sharpe Torture. 

PU, Sir, my life is jfours, 

I humbly set it at your will : But for my Mistris, 
I nothing know where she remaines : why gone. 
Nor when she purposes retume. Beseech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 

The day that she was missing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee*s true, and shall perfbrme 
All parts of his subjection loyally. For Chtten^ 
There wants no diligence in seeking him. 
And will no doubt be found. 

Cym. The time is troublesome : 

Wee'l slip you for a season, but our jealousie 
Do's yet depend. 

Lord, So please your Majesty, 

The Romaine Legions, all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coast, with a supply 
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate sent. 

Cynu Now for the Counsaile of my Son and Queen, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

Lord Good my Liege, 

Your preparation can affront no lesse 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're ready : 
The want is, but to put those Powres in motion, 
That long to move. 
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Cjnu I thanke you : let's withdraw 

And meete the Time, as it seekes us. We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We greere at chances heere. Away. JExemm 

Pisa, I heard no Letter from my Master, since 
I wrote him Imogen was slaine. Tis strange : 
Nor heare I from my Mistris^ who did promise 
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten^ but remaine 
Perplext in all. The Heavens still must worke : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest : not true, to be true. 
These present warres shall finde I love my Country, 
j Even to the note o'th'King, or He fall in them : 

{ All other doubts, by time let them be cleeHd, 

\ Fortune brings in some Boats, that are not steer'd. Exh 

Scena Quaria, 



I- 



Enter Belarhu^ GuidersuSf tff Annragui. 

Gut, The noyse is round about us. 

Bel Let us from it. 

jfrvi. What pleasure Sir, we finde in life, to locke it 
I From Adion, and Adventure. 

Gftf. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? This way the Romames 
Musty or for Britaines slay us or receive us 
For barbarous and unnaturall Revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel. Sonnesy 

Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there secure us. 
To the Kings party there's no going : newnesse 
Of Cloteni death (we being not knowne, not muster'd 
if Among the Bands) may drive us to a render 

Where we have liv'd ; and so extort from's that 
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Which we have done, whose answer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture. 

Gtd, This is (Sir) a doubt 

In such a time, nothing becomming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arvu It is not likely. 

That when they heare their Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quartered Fires ; have both their eyes 
And eares so cloyd importantly as now. 
That they will waste their time upon our note. 
To know finom whence we are. 

BeL Oh, I am knowne 

Of many in the Army : Many yeeres 
(Though Cloten then but young) you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And besides, the King 
Hath not deserv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding : 
The certainty of this heard life, aye hopelesse 
To have the courtesie your Cradle promised. 
But to be still hot Summers Tanlings, and 
The shrinking Slaves of Winter. 

Gut, Then be so. 

Better to cease to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your selfe 
So out of thought, and thereto so ore-growne, 
Cannot be question'd. 

jirvi. By this Sunne that shines 

He thither : What thing ia't, that I never 
Did see man dye, scarse ever look'd on blood. 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venison ? 
Never bestrid a Horse save one, that had 
A Rider like my selfe, who ne're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron on his heele ? I am asham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefit of his blest BeameSi remaining 
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So lo^g a poore onkoowne. 

GiA, By hcaveos He go. 

If you will blene me Sir, and give me leave, 
He take tbe better caie ; bat if you wUl not. 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The handa of Romainet. 

«^rwL So say I, Amen. 

BiL No reaaon I (since of yonr lives you set 
So sli^t a valewation) ihoald reserve 
My aick'd one to more care. Have with yon Boyes : 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed too (Lads) and there He lye. 
Lead» lead ; the time seems long, their Uood thinks scorn 
Till it flye out, and shew them Princes borne: Exeunt. 



Adus Quintus. Scena Prima. 



P(Ml. Yea bloody cloth, He keep thee : for I am wisht 
Thott shottld'st be coloui'd thus. You married ones. 
If each of you dx>uld take this course, how many 
Must murther Wives much better then themselves 
For wrying but a little ? Oh Puwm^ 
Every good Servant do's not all Commands : 
No Bond, but to do just ones. Gods, if you 
Should have 'tane vengeance on my fonlts« I never 
Had liv'd to put on this : so had you saved 
The noble Imngm^ to repent, and strooke 
Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke. 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love 
To have them foil no more : you some permit 
To second illes with illes» each elder worse, 
And make them dread it, to the doners thrift. 
But Intogm is your owne, do your best wilks, 
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And make me blest to obey. I am brought hither 

Among thltalian Gentry, and to fight 

Against my Ladies Kingdome : 'Tis enough 

That (Britaine) I have kUIM thy Mistris : Peace, 

He give no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 

Heare patiently my purpose. He disrobe me 

Of these Italian weedes, and suite my selfe 

As do's a Britame Pezant : so He fight 

Against the part I come with : so He dye 

For thee (O Imogen) even for whom my life 

Is every breath, a death : and thus, unknowne, 

Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill 

My selfe He dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, then my habits show. 

Gods, put the strength o*th*Leonati in me : 

To shame the guize o'th'world, I will begin, 

The fiuhion lesse without, and more within. Exit, 



Sccena Secunda. 



Enter Luciuif lachtmo^ and the Romane Army at one doore s and 
the Britaine Army at another : Leonatiu Potthwnue folhwing 
She a poore Souldier* They march over^ and goe out. Then 
enter againe m Shirmuh lachimo and Posthumm : he van* 
quisheth and duarmeth lachimOf and then leavee him, 

lac. The heavinesse and guilt within my bosome. 
Takes off my manhood : I have belyed a Lady, 
The Princesse of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, have subdu'de me 
In my profession ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
(As I weare mine) are tides but of scome. 
If that thy Gentry (Britaine) go before 
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This Lowty as he exceeds oar Lords, the oddes 

Isy that we scane are men, and you are Goddes. Eaai, 

The BatUttle amimuei^ the Britamesjiy^ CymheSne ii iaiem : 
Then enter to hii rescue^ Bdlarhu^ Gmderhu^ amd 
Armragiu. 

Bd, Stand, stand, we have th'advantage of the groond. 
The Lane is guarded : Nothbg rowts us, but 
'The villany of our feares. 

Gm, jfrvi. Stand, stand, and fight. 

Enter Potlbumus^ and seconds the Britmnes. They Rescwe CymheBne^ 
and Exeunt, Then enter Lucius, Jachimo, and Imcgen, 

Luc, Away boy from the Troopes, and save thy selfe : 
For friends kil friends, and the disorder's such 
As warre were hood-wink'd« 

lac, 'Tis their finesh suppEes. 

Luc, It is a day tum'd strangely : or betimes 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. Exeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Posthumus, and a Britame Lord, 

Lor, Cam'st thou from where they made the stand ? 

Post, I did. 

Though you it seemes come from the Fliers ? 

Lo, I did 

Post. No blame be to you Sir, for all was lost. 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himselfe 
Of his wings destitute, the Army broken. 
And but the backes of Britaines seene ; all flying 
Through a strait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted. 
Lolling the Tongue with slaughtering : having worke 
More plentifully then Tooles to doo't : strooke downe 
Some mortally, some slightly touched, some falling 
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Meerely through feare, that the strait passe was clamm*d 
With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards liyiog 
To dye with lengthened shame. 

Lo* Where was this Lane ? 

Po4t. Close by the battell, ditch'd, & wall'd with turph. 
Which gave advantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honest one I warrant) who deserv'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two striplings (Lads more like to run 
The Country base, then to commit such slaughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then those for preservation cas'd, or shame) 
Made good the passage, cryed to those that fled. 
Our Britoitus hearts dye flying, not our men. 
To darknesse fleete soules that flye backwards ; stand. 
Or we are Romanes, and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly, and noiay save 
But to looke backe in frowne : Stand, stand. These three. 
Three thousand confident, in ade as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The rest do nothing. With this word stand, stand. 
Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming 
With their owne Noblenesse, which could have tuni'd 
A Distafle, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes ; 
Part shame, part spirit renew'd, that some tum'd coward 
But by example (Oh a sinne in Warre, 
Damn'd in the first beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 
Upon the Pikes o'th'Hunters. Then beganne 
A stop i'th'Chaser ; a Ret3rre : Anon 
A Rowt, confusion thicke : forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they stc^t Eagles : Slaves 
The strides the Victors made : and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
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The life o'th'need : haying found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wound. 
Some slaine before some djring ; some their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th'former wave, ten chac'd by one. 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those that would dye, or ere resist, are growne 
The mortall bugs o'th'Field. 

Lord. This was strange chance : 

A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. 

Post, Nay, do not wonder at it : you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare. 
Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't, 
And vent it for a Mock'rie ? Heere is one : 
** Two Boyeif an Oldman {twice a boy) a Lane^ 
** Prcjfrv'd the Briiaines^ was the Romanes bane. 

Lord, Nay, be not angry Sir. 

Post. Lacke, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his Foe, He be his Friend : 
For if hee'ld do, as he is made to doo, 
I know hee'l quickly flye my friendship too. 
You have put me into Rime. 

Lord. Farewell, 3rou're angry. Exit. 

Post. Still going ? This is a Lord : Oh Noble misery 
To be i'thTield, and aske what newes of me : 
To day, how many would have given their Honours 
To have sav'd their Carkasses ? Tooke heele to doo't, 
And yet dyed too. I, in mine owne woe charm'd 
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane, 
Nor feele him where he strooke. Being an ugly Monster, 
'Tis strange he hides him in fresh Cups, soft Beds, 
Sweet words ; or hath moe ministers then we 
That draw his knives i'th'War. Well I will finde him : 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, I have resumed againe 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more. 



sc. IV. The Tragedie of Cymbeline. 40 1 

But yceld me to the veriest Hinde^ that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Heere made by*th*Romane ; great the Answer be 
Britaines must take. For me, my Ransome's death. 
On eyther side I come to ^nd my breath ; 
Which neyther heere He keepe, nor beare agen, 
But end it by some meanes for Imogen. 

Enter itvo CaptaineSy and Soldiers, 

1 Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken, 

'Tis thought the old man, and his sonnes, were Angels. 

2 There was a fourth man, in a silly habit. 
That gave th'Affront with them. 

1 So 'tis reported : 
But none of 'em can be found. Stand, who's there ? 

Post. A Roman, 
Who had not now beene drooping heere, if Seconds 
Had answer'd him. 

2 Lay hands on him : a Dogge, 
A legge of Rome shall not retume to tell 

What Crows have peckt them here : he brags his service 
As if he were of note : bring him to'th'King. 

Enter CymbeBne^ Belarius^ Guiderius^ jirviragus^ Pisanioy and 
Romane Captives, The Captaines present Posthumus to Cynt" 
beUne^ ^ho deRvers him over to a Gaoler. 

Scena ^uaria. 

Enter Posthumus ^ and Gaoler. 

Gao. You shall not now be stolne, 

You have lockes upon you : 

So graze, as you finde Pasture. 
2 Gao. I, or a stomacke 

Post. Most welcome bondage ; for thou art a way 
VIII. 2 c 
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(I thioke) to libeity : yet ud I better 

Then one that'a dcke o'th'Gowt, noce be bad ndier 

Groane to in pcipetutty, then be cur'd 

By'th'iure PhynciaD, Death ; who U the key 

T'unbarre theie Lockea, My Cootcieace, thou art fttter'd 

More then my sbankt, & wrini you good Coda give me 

The penitent luBtmiiient to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for ever. Is't enough I am torry i 

So Children temporal! Fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Mum I repent, 

I cannot do it better then b Gyret, 

Detir'd, more then constrain'd, to ntisfie 

If ofroy Freedome 'tit tbe maiDe part, take 

No ttrifter render of me, then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vilde men, 

Who of th«r broken Debton take a third, 

A mxt, a tenth, letting them thrife againe 

On their abatement ; that's not my desire. 

For Imogmt deere life, take mine, and though 

Tis not M> deere, yet 'a» a life ; you coyn'd it, 

'Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every atampc : 

Though light, take Peeces for the figures sake. 

(You rather) mine being yours : and so great Powrea, 

If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And canccll these cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 

He spcake to thee in silence. 

Soltmne Mutkit. Enltr {at in an jlpparalion) SielBui Leoimlut, 
Palter lo Poilhumut, an aid man, allyrtd like a •tuarriour, 
leading in hit hand an ancient Matron {hii wife, ts* Mother 
to Poslhumui) -with Muticke before them. Then, after other 
Muiicke foUotues the livo young Leonali {Brolhert to Poe- 
ihumut) liiilh ■woundt at they £ed in the warn. They circle 
Potthumuj round aj he Set ileefing. 
Sieil. No more thou Thunder- Master 
shew thy tpighc, oo Monall Flies : 
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With Mare fall out with Juno chide, that thy Adulteries 

Rates, and Revenges. ' 

Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 

whose face I never saw : 
T dy'de whil'st in the Wombe he staide, 

attending Natures Law. 
Whose Father then (as men report, 

thou Orphanes Father art) 
Thou should'st have bin, and sheelded him, 

from this earth-vexing smart 
Moth, Luctna lent not me her ayde, 

but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Potthunnu ript, 

came crying 'mong'st his Foes. 
A thing of pitty. 

Slcil Great Nature like his Ancestrie, 

moulded the stuffe so faire : 
That he'd serv*d the praise o'th' World, 

as great SlciBtu heyre. 
I. Bro, When once he was mature for man, 

In Britaine where was hee 
That could stand up his paralell ? 

Or fruitfiill objedt bee ? 
In eye of Imogen^ that best could deeroe 

his dignitie. 
Mo, With Marriage wherefore was he made 

to be exil'd, and throwne 
From Leonati Seate, and cast from her, 

his deerest one : 
Sweete Imogen ? 

Sic, Why did you suffer lachimo, slight thing of Italy 
To taint his Nobler hart 8c braine, with needlesse jelousy,. 
And to become the geeke and scome o'th'others vilany ? 
2 Bro, For this, from stiller Seats we came, 

our Parents, and us twaine. 
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That striking in our Countries cause, 
fell bravely, and were slaine. 
Our Fealty, & Tenanttui right, with Honor to maintaine. 
I Bro. Like hardiment Postbumus hath 
to Cymbeline performed : 
Then Jupiter, thou King of Gods, why hast thou thus adjoum'd 
The Graces for his Merits due, being all to dolors tum'd ? 
SiciL Thy Christall window ope ; looke, 
looke out, no longer exercise 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harsh, and potent injuries : 
Moth, Since (Jupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miseries. 
SiciL Peepe through thy Marble Mansion, helpe, 
or we poore Ghosts will cry 
To'th'shining Synod of the rest, against thy Deity. 
Brothers, Helpe (Jupiter) or we appeale, 
and from thy justice flye. 

Ju^ter descends in Thunder and Lightnings sitting ufpon an Eagle : 
hee throwes a Thunder^bolt. The Ghostes fall on their knees • 

Jupiter, No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing : hush. How dare you Ghostes 
Accuse the Thunderer, whose Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coasts. 
Poore shadowes of Elizium, hence, and rest 
Upon your never- withering bankes of Flowres. 
Be not with mortall accidents opprest. 
No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. 
Whom best I love, I crosse ; to make my guift 
The more delayed, delighted. Be content. 
Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will uplift : 
His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are spent : 
Our Joviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rise, and fade, 
He shall be Lord of Lady Imogen^ 
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And happier much by his AfHidion made. 

This Tablet lay upon his Brest, wherein 

Our pleasure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And so away : no farther with your dinne 

Expresse Impatience, least you stirre up mine : 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Christalline. Ascends. 

SicU, He came in Thunder, his Celestiall breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foote us : his Ascension is 
More sweet then our blest Fields : his Royall Bird 
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake, 
As when his God is pleased. 

All. Thankes Jupiter. 

Sic, The Marble Pavement clozes, he is enter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be blest 
Let us with care performe his great behest. Vanish, 

Post, Sleepe, thou hast bin a Grandsire, and begot 

A Father to me : and thou hast created 

A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh scome) 

Gone, they went hence so soone as they were borne : 

And so I am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 

On Greatnesse, Favour ; Dreame as I have done, 

Wake, and finde nothing. But (alas) I swerve : 

Many Dreame not to finde, neither deserve, 

And yet are steep'd in Favours ; so am I 

That have this Golden chance, and know not why : 

What Fayeries haunt this ground I A Book i Oh rare one. 

Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 

Nobler then that it covers. Let thy effects 

So follow, to be most unlike our Courtiers, 

As good, as promise. 

Reades, 

WT^^ ^ ^ Lyons wMpe^ shall to himseife unknown^ without 

^^ seeking JuuUi and bee embraced by a peece of tender Ay re : 

And when from a stately Cedar shall be loft branches, which being 
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dead many yeares^ ibatt after revive^ beejoynied to the old StoeAtf aad 
ftreihly growy then shall Poithumni endhU mUetie^p Sriiaime hef&r* 
tunate^ andflouruh in Peace and Plentk. 

TU still a Dreame : or else such stuSe as Madmen 

Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing. 

Or senselesse speaking, or a speaking such, 

As sense cannot untye. Be what it is. 

The A^on of my life is like it, which He keepe 

If but for simpathy. 

Enter Gaoler. 

Gao. Come Sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post, Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Gao, Hanging is the word. Sir, if you bee readie for that, you 
are well Cook'd. 

Post. So if 1 prove a good repast to the Spedators, the diah 
payes the shot 

Gao, A heavy reckoning for you Sir : But the comfort is jovl 
shall be called to no more payments, fear no more Taveme Bils, 
which are often the sadnesse of parting, as the procuring of mirth : 
you come in faint for want of meate, depart reelmg with too much 
drinke : sorrie that you have payed too much, and sorry that you 
are payed too much : Purse and Braine, both empty : the Brain 
the heavier, for being too light; the Purse too light, being drawne 
of heavinesse. Oh, of this contradidHon you shall now be quit : 
Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it summes up thousands in a 
trice : you have no true Debitor, and Creditor but it: of what's 
past, is, and to come, the discharge: your necke (Sir) is Pen, 
Booke, and Counters ; so the Acquittance foUowea. 

Post. I am merrier to dye, then thou art to live« 

Gao, Indeed Sir, he that sleepes, feeles not the Tooth-Ache : 
but a man that were to sleepe your aleepe, and a Hangman to 
helpe him to bed, I think he would change places with his 
Officer : for, look you. Sir, you know not which way you shall 
go. 
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Post, Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Goo. Your death has eyes in's head then : I have not seene 
him so pi^ur'd : you must either bee dire^ed by some that take 
upon them to know, or to take upon your selfe that which I 
am sure you do not know : or jump the after-enquiry on your 
owne periU : and how you shall speed in your joumies end^ I 
thinke you'l never returne to tell one. 

Post, I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to dired 
them the way I am going, but such as winke, and will not use them. 

Goo, What an infinite mocke is this, that a man shold have 
the best use of eyes, to see the way of blindnesse : I am sure 
hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter Messenger, 

Mes. Knocke o£F his Manacles, bring your Prisoner to the 
King. 

Post, Thou bring'st good newes, I am call'd to bee made free. 

Goo. He be hang'd then. 

Post, Thou shalt be then freer then a Gaoler ; no bolts for 
the dead. 

Gao. Unlesse a man would marry a Gallowes, & beget yong 
Gibbets, I never saw one so prone : yet on my Conscience, there 
are verier Knaves desire to live, for all he be a Roman ; and there 
be some of^ them too that dye agamst their willes ; so should I, 
if I were one. I would we were all of one minde, and one minde 
good : O there were desolation of Gaolers and Galowses : I 
speake against my present profit, but my wish hath a preferment 
in't. Exeunt, 

Scena Quinta, 

Enter CymbeSne^ Bdlarius^ Guideriui^ Jtrvir^gut^ Pisanw, 

ami Lords. 
Cym, Stand by my side you, whom the Gods have made 
Preservers of my Throne : woe it my heart, 



4o8 7 he Tragedie of Cymbeline. 



ACT T. 



That the poore Souldier that so richly fought. 

Whose raggesy sham'd gilded Annesy whose naked brest 

Stept before Target of proofe, cannot be found : 

He shall be happy that can finde him, if 

Our Grace can make him so. 

BeL I never saw 

Such Noble fury in so poore a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promist nought 
But beggery, and poore lookes. 

Cym. No tydings of him ? 

Pisa, He hath bin searched among the dead, & living ; 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my greefe, I am 

The heyre of his Reward, which I will adde 
To you (the Liver, Heart, and Braine of Britaine) 
By whom (I grant) she lives, 'Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boast, were neyther true, nor modest, 
Unlesse I adde, we are honest. 

Cym, Bow your knees : 

Arise my Knights o'th'Battell, I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you • 

With Dignities becomming your esutes. 

Enter ComeSus and LaMes, 
There's businesse in these faces : why so sadly 
Greet you our Victory ? you looke like Romaines, 
And not o'th'Court of Britaine. 

Com. Hayle great King, 

To sowre your happinesse, I must report 
The Queene is dead. 

Cym. Who worse then a Physitian 

Would this report become ? But I consider, 
By Med'cine life may be prolonged, yet death 
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Will seize the Dodor too. How ended she ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 
Which (being cruell to the world) concluded 
Most cruell to herselfe. What she confest, 
I will report, so please you. These her Women 
Can trip me, if I erre, who with wet cheekes 
Were present when she finished. 

Cym. Prythce say. 

Cor, First, she confest she never lov'd you : onely 
Affedled Greatnesse got by you : not jrou : 
Married your Royalty, was wife to your place : 
Abhorred your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Beleeve her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Com, Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
With such integrity, she did confesse 
Was as a Scorpion to her sight, whose life 
(But that her flight prevented it) she had 
Tane off by poyson. 

Cym, O most delicate Fiend ! 

Who is't can reade a Woman ? Is there more ? 

Com. More Sir, and worse. She did confesse she had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke. 
Should by the minute feede on life, and lingering, 
By inches waste you. In which time, she purposed 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Orecome you with her shew ; and in time 
(When she had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne : 
But fayling of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shamelesse desperate, open'd (in despight 
Of Heaven, and Men) her purposes : repented 
The evils she hatch'd, were not effe^ed : so 
Dispayring, dyed. 
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Cx'n* Heard you all this, her Women ? 

La. We did, ao please your Highoesae. 

Cynu Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautifull : 
Mine eares that heare her flattery, not my hearty 
That thought her like her seeming. It had beene yicious 
To have mistrusted her : yet (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly in me, thou mayst say, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 

Enter Lucius^ lachimo^ and other Roman Prisoners^ Letmaius 

hebindy and Imogen, 
Thou comm'st not Caius now for Tribute, that 
The Britaines have rac'd out, though with the losse 
Of many a bold one : whose Kinsmen have made suite 
That their good soules may be appeased, with slaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our selfe have granted, 
So thinke of your estate. 

Luc, Consider Sir, the chance of Wane, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us. 
We should not when the blood was cool, have threatend 
Our Prisoners with the Sword. But since the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransome, let it come : Sufliceth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can sufier : 
jiugurttu lives to thinke on't : and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 
Let him be ransom'd : Never Master had 
A Page so kinde, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occasions, true, 
So feate, so Nurse-like : let his vertue joyne 
With my request, which He make bold your Highnesse 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harme, 
Though he have serv'd a Roman. Save him (Sir) 
And spare no blood beside. 
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Cym. I haye surely seene him : 

His favour is ^miliar to me : Boy, 
Thou hast look'd thy selfe into my grace. 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore. 
To say, live boy : ne're thanke thy Master, live ; 
And aske of Cymbehne what Boone thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state. He give it : 
Yea, though thou do demand a Prisoner 
The Noblest tane. 

Imo. I humbly thanke your Highnesse. 

Luc, I do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alacke. 

There's other worke in hand : I see a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Master, 
Must shuffle for it selfe. 

Lue» The Boy disdaines me. 

He leaves me, scomes me : briefely dye their joyes, 
That place them on the truth of Gyrles, and Boyes. 
Why stands he so perplext I 

Cym. What would'st thou Boy ? 

I love thee more, and more : thinke more and more 
What's best to aske. Know'st him thou look'st on \ speak 
Wilt have him live ? Is he thy Kin ? thy Friend ? 

/mo. He is a Romane, no nx>re kin to me. 
Then I to your Highnesse, who being bom your vasiaile 
Am something neerer. 

Qwfi. Wherefore ey'st him so ? 

Imo, He tell you (Sir) in private, if you please 
To give ne hearing. 

Cym. I, with all my heart. 

And lend my best attention. What's thy name ? 
Imom Ftdelt Sir. 

Cym, Thou'rt my good youth : my Page 

He be thy Master : walke with me : speake freely. 
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BeL Is not this Boy reyiv'd firoro death ? 
jlrvL One Sand another 

Not more resembles that sweet Rode Lad : 
Who dyedy and was FuUle : what thinke you ? 
Gm. The same dead thing alive. 
BeL Peace, peace, see further : he eyes us not, forbeare 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am sure 
Pie would have spoke to us. 

Gm. But we see him dead. 

BeL Be silent : let's see further. 
Pisa. It is my Mistris : 

Since she is living, let the time run on. 
To good, or bad. 

Cym, Come, stand thou by our side. 

Make thy demand alowd. Sir, step you forth. 
Give answer to this Boy, and do it freely. 
Or by our Greatnesse, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falshood. On, speake to him. 

Imo, My boone is that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Post. What's that to him ? 

Cym, That Diamond upon your Finger, say 
How came it yours ? 

lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken, that 

Which to be ^ke, wou'd torture thee. 

Cym. How? me? 

lach. I am glad to be constrained to utter that 
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring ; 'twas Leonatus Jewell, 
Whom thou did'st banish : and which more may greeve thee. 
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir, neVe liv'd 
*Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou heare more my Liord ? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
lach. That Paragon, thy daughter. 
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For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quaile to remember. Give me leave, I faint. 

Cym, My Daughter ? what of hir ? Renew thy strength 
I had rather thou should'st live, while Nature will. 
Then dye ere I heare more : strive man, and speake. 

lack. Upon a time, unhappy was the clocke 
That strooke the houre : it was in Rome, accurst 
The Mansion where : 'twas at a Feast, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyson'd (or at least 
Those which 1 heav'd to head :) the good Poitbumus^ 
(What should I say ? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were, and was the best of all 
Among'st the rar'st of good ones) sitting sadly. 
Hearing us praise our Loves of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the swelled boast 
Of him that best could speake : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus^ or straight-pight Minerva^ 
Postures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition, 
A shop of all the qualities, that man 
Loves woman for, besides that hooke of Wiving, 
Fairenesse, which strikes the eye. 

Cynu I stand on fire. Come to the matter. 

lach. All too soone I shall, 
Unlesse thou would'st greeve quickly. This Potthumus 
Most like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royall Lover, tooke his hint, 
And (not dispraising whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calme as vertue) he began 
His Mistris picture, which, by liis tongue, being made, 
And then a minde put in't, either our bragges 
Were crak*d of Kitchin-Trulles, or his description 
Prov'd us unspeaking sottes. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to'th'purpose. 

lacb. Your daughters Chastity, (there it beginnes) 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreames, 
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And she alone, were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Made scruple of his praise, and wager'd with him 
Peeces of Gold, 'gainst this, which then he wore 
Upon his honoured finger) to attaine 
In suite the place ofs bed, and winne this Ring 
. By hers, and mine Adultery : he (true Knight) 
No lesser of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her, stakes this Ring, 
And would so, had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus Wheele ; and might so safely, had it 
Bin all the worth ofs Carre. Away to Brittaine 
Poste I m this designe : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste Daughter, the wide difference 
'Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operate 
Most yildely : for my vantage excellent. 
And to be breefe, my pradlise so prevayl'd 
That I returned with simular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus 2 averring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Pidhires, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay some markes 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chastity quite crack'd, 
I having 'tane the forfeyt. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes I see him now. 

Pott, I so thou do'st, 

Italian Fiend. Aye me, most credulous Foole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe, any thing 
That's due to all the Villaines past, in being 
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyson. 
Some upright Justicer. Thou King, send out 
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For Torturors ingenious : it is I 
That all th'abhorred things o'th'earth amend 
By being worse then they. I am Poithunuu^ 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lye. 
That caus'd a lesser villaine then my selfe, 
A sacrilegious Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was she ; yea, and she her selfe. 
Spity and throw stones, cast myre upon me, set 
The dogges o'th'street to bay me : every villaine 
Be call'd, Postbumus Leonahu^ and 
Be villany lesse then Was. Oh Imogen / 
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen^ 
Imogen^ Imogen. 

Imo, Peace my Lord, heare, heare. 

PoU, Shall's have a play of this ? 
Thou scomfiill Page, there lye thy part. 

Pis. Oh Gentlemen, helpe, 

Mine and your Mistris : Oh my Lord Poitbumtu^ 
You ne're kilPd Imogen till now : helpe, helpe, 
Mine honoured Lady. 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Poith. How comes these staggers on mee ? 

Pua, Wake my Mistris. 

Cym, If this be so, the Gods do meane to strike me 
To death, with mortall joy. 

Pisa. How fares my Mistris ? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my sight 
Thou gay*st me poyson : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym, The tune of Imogen, 

Pisa, Lady, the Gods throw stones of sulpher on me, if 
That box I gave you, was not thought by mee 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 

Cym. New matter still. 

Imo. It poyson'd me. 
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Com. Oh Gods ! 

I left out one thing which the Queene coofest, 
Which muat approve thee honest If Pasanio 
Have (said she) given his Mistris that Confedion 
Which I gave him for Cordial!, she is served. 
As I would serve a Rat. 

Cym. What's this, ComeSiu ? 

Com. The Queene (Sir) very oft iroportun'd me 
To temper poysons for her, still pretending 
The satisfadHon of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde, as Cats and Dogges 
Of no esteeme. I dreading, that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine stufTe, which being tane, would cease 
The present powre of life, but in short time, 
All Offices of Nature, should againe 
Do their due Fundtions. Have you tane of it ? 

Imo, Most like I did, for I was dead. 

BeL My Boyes, there was our error. 

Gui This is sure Fidele, 

Imo, Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you ? 
Thinke that you are upon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe. 

Post, Hang there like fruite, my soule, 

TUl the Tree dye. 

Cym. How now, my Flesh ? my Childe ? 

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this A6t ? 
Wilt thou not speake to me ? 

Imo, Your blessing, Sir. 

BeL Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not, 
You had a motive for't 

Cym. My teares that fall 

Prove holy-water on thee ; Imogen^ 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for't, my Lord. 
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Cym, Ohy she was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet heere so strangely : but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pisiu My Lord, 

Now feare is from me, He speake troth. Lord CJoien 
Upon my Ladies missmg, came to me 
With his Sword drawne, foam'd at the mouth, and swore 
If I discovered not which way she was gone, 
It was my instant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Masters 
Then in my pocket, which direded him 
To seeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Masters Garments 
(Which he infbrc'd from me) away he postes 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I further know not. 

GW. Let me end the Story : I slew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the Gods forefend. 
I would not thy good deeds, should from my lips 
Plucke a hard sentence : Prythee valiant youth 
Den/t againe. 

Gnu I have spoke it, and 1 did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gm. a most indvill one. The wrongs he did mee 
Were nothing Prince-like ; for he did provoke me ! 
With Language that would make me spume the Sea, 
If it could so roare to me. I cut ofF's head. 
And am right glad he is not standing heere 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym, I am sorrow for thee : 

By thine owne tongue thou art condemned, and must 
Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead. 

Imo, That headlesse man I thought had bin my Lord. 

Cym, Binde the Offender, 
via. 2 D 
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And take him from our presence. 

BeL Stay, Sir King. 

This man is better then the man he slew. 
As well descended as thy selfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Clotens 
Had ever scarre for. Let his Armes alone, 
They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym, Why old Soldier : 

Wilt thou undoo the worth thou art unpayd for 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we ? 

Arv'u In that he spake too farre. 

Cym. And thou shalt dye fbr't. 

Bel. We will dye all three, 

But I will prove that two one's are as good 
As I have given out him. My Sonnes, I must 
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous speech, 
Though haply well for you. 

Arvu Your danger's ours, 

Guid, And our good his. 

Bel, Have at it then, by leave 

Thou hadd'st (great King) a Subjedt, who 
Was call'd Belariui, 

Cym. What of him ? He is a banish'd Traitor. 

Bel, He it is, that hath 
Assum'd this age : indeed a banish'd man, 
I know not how, a Traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence. 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel. Not too hot ; 

First pay me for the Nursing of thy Sonnes, 
And let it be confiscate all, so soone 
As I have receyv'd it. 

Cym, Nursing of my Sonnes ? 

Bel. I am too blunt, and sawcy : heere's my knee : 
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Ere I arise, I will preferre my Sonnes, 
Then spare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
These two young Crentlemen that call me Father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnes, are none of mine, 
They are the yssue of your Loynes, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym, How ? my Issue. 

Bel. So sure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan) 
Am that Belariuif whom you sometime banish'd : 
Your pleasure was my neere offence, my punishment 
It selfe, and all my Treason that I suffered. 
Was all the harme I did. These gentle Princes 
(For such, and so they are) these twenty yeares 
Have I trained up ; those Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highnesse knowes : Their Nurse Eurtpbtle 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) stole these Children 
Upon my Banishment : I moov'd her too't, 
Having receyv'd the punishment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, 
Excited me to Treason. Their deere losse, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd 
Unto my end of stealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe, and I must loose 
Two of the sweet'st Companions in the World. 
The benedidlion of these covering Heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew, for they are worthie 
To in-lay Heaven with Starres. 

Cym, Thou weep'st, and speak'st : 

The Service that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, then this thou telPst. I lost my Children, 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bel. Be pleas'd awhile ; 

This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore^ 
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Most worthy Prince, as youra^ is true Gmdaiui : 
This Gentleman, my CadwaSf Arvtragus. 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a most curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with ease produce. 

Cynu Gttideriui had 

Upon his necke a Mole, a sanguine Starre, 
It was a marke of wonder. 

Bel. This is he, 

Who hath upon him still that naturall stampe : 
It was wise Natures end, in the donation 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym, Oh, what am I 

A Mother to the byrth of three? Nere Mother 
Rejoyc'd deliTerance more : Blest, pray jrou be, 
That after this strange starting from your Orbes, 
You may reigne in them now : Oh Imogen^ 
Thou hast lost by this a Kingdome. 

Into, No, my Lord : 

I have got two Worlds by*t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met ? Oh never say heereafter 
But I am truest speaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Sister : I you Brothers, 
When ye were so indeed. 

Cym, Did you ere meete ? 

jlrvi, 1 my good Lord. 

Gui And at first meetmg lov'd, 

Continew'd so, untill we thought he dyed. 

Com, By the Queenes Dramme she swallow'd. 

Cym, O rare instind ! 

When shall I heare all through ? This fierce abridgment, 
Hath to it Circumstaotiall branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. Where ? how liv'd you ? 
And when came you to serve our Romane Captive ? 
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How parted with your Brother ? How first met them \ 

Why fled you from the Court ? And whether these ? 

And your three motives to the Battaile ? with 

I know not how much more should be demanded, 

And all the other by-dependances 

From chance to chance ? But nor the Time, nor Place 

Will serve our long Interrogatories. See, 

Pastbmnus Anchors upon Ifnogen ; 

And she (like harmlesse Lightning) throwes her eye 

On him : her Brothers, Me : her Master hitting 

Each objed with a Joy : the Counter-change 

Is severaUy in all. Let's quit this ground, 

And smoake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, so wee'l hold thee ever. 
Imo. You are my Father too, and did releeve me : 

To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All ore-joy'd 

Save these in bonds, let them be joyfull too. 

For they shall taste our Comfort 

Imo, My good Master, I will yet do you service. 
Lue, Happy be you. 

Cym. The forlome Souldier, that no Nobly fought 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King. 

Pa//. I am Sir 

The Souldier that did company these three 
In poore beseeming : 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then followed. That I was he, 
Speake lacbimOf 1 had you downe, and might 
Have made you finish. 

fact, 1 am downe againe : 

But now my heavie Conscience sinkes my knee, 
As then your force did. Take that life, beseech you 
Which I so often owe : but your Ring first, 
And heere the Bracelet of the truest Princesse 
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That ever swore her Faith. 

Post, Kneele not to me : 

The powre that I have on you, is to spare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deale with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 

Wee'l leame our Freenesse of a Sonne-in-Law : 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arvi, You holpc us Sir, 

As you did meane indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Post, Your Servant Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-sayer : As I slept, me thought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back'd 
Appeared to me, with other sprightly shewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When I wak'd, I found 
This Labell on my bosome ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardnesse, that I can 
Make no CoUedtion of it. Let him shew 
His skill in the construdHon. 

Luc, Phi/armonus, 

Sooth, Heere, my good Lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 

Reailcs, 

TTT/f«i as a Lyons whelpey shall to htmselfe unknown without 
^ ' seeking Jinde^ and bee embraced by a peece of tender Ay re : 
And when from a stately Cedar shall be lopt branches^ which being 
dead many yeares^ shall after revive, bejoynted to the old Stocke^ and 
freshly grow, then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britaine be 
fortunate, and Hourish in Peace and Plentie. 
Thou Leonatus art the Lyons Whelpe, 
The fitjand apt Constru6lion of thy name 
Being Leonatus, doth import so much : 
The peece of tender Ayre, thy vertuous Daughter, 
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Which we call MoBs Aer^ and Mollis Aer 
We terme it MuTier ; which MuTur I divine 
Is this most constant Wife, who even now 
Answering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Unknowne to you unsought, were dipt about 
With this most tender Aire. 

Cym, This hath some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royall CymbeRne 
Personates thee : and thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belartus stolne 
For many yeares thought dead, are now revived 
To the Majesticke Cedar joyn'd ; whose Issue 
Promises Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin : And Caius Lucius^ 
Although the Vidlor, we submit to C£sar^ 
And to the Romane Empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were disswaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heavens in Justice both on her, and hers. 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth, The fingers of the Powres above, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace : the Vision 
Which I made knowne to Lucius ere the stroke 
Of yet this scarse-cold-Battaile, at this instant 
Is frill accomplished. For the Romaine Eagle 
From South to West, on wing soaring aloft 
Lessen'd her selfe, and in the Beames o'th'Sun 
So vanish'd ; which fore-shewed our Pnncely Eagle 
Th*Imperiall Casar^ should againe unite 
His Favour, with the Radiant CyndfeBne^ 
Which shines heere in the West, 

Cym, Laud we the Gods, 

And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Nostrils 
From our blest Altars. Publish we this Peace 
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To all our Snbjcai. Set we fonrard : Let 

A Roman, and a Brittuh Eangiie wave 

Friendly together : m through LtiJ*-Tovnu march. 

And in tbe Temple of great Jupiter 

Our Peace wee'l radfie : Scale it with FeaMi. 

Set on there ; Nerer was a Wajre did ceate 

(Ere bloodie handa were waih'd) with tuch a Peace. £xaM. 
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